THE 


PURITAN: 

OR  THE 


t 


W  I  D  O  W 

WATLING-STREET. 


By  Mr.  William  Shakespear. 


""12^3 


L  O  N  D  0  N 

Printed  for  J.  Ton  son,   and  the  reft  of  the 
Proprietors;  and  fold  by  the  Bookfellers 
of  'London  and  IVefiminfier. 

IvlDCCXXXIvr 
0/ 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


SIR  Godfrey,  Brother-in-Law  to  the  Widow  Plus, 
Mafter  Edmond,  Son  to  the  Widow  Plus. 
George  Pye-boord,  a  Scholar  and  a  Citizen. 
Sir  Oliver  Muck-hill,  a  Suiter  to  the  Lady  Plus. 
Sir  John  Penny-Dub,  a  Suiter  to  Moll. 
Sir  Andrew Tipftaffe,  a  Suiter  to  Frances. 
The  Sheriff  of  London. 
Captain  Idle,  a  Highway-man. 
Puttock  J 

and  £  Two  of  the  Sheriff's  Serjeants. 

Ravenftiaw  j 
Dogfon,  a  Yeoman. 
Corporal  Oath,  a  ^vain-glorious  Fellow. 
Nicholas  St  Antiings     1  &    .    M(n  (g  ^  ^ 
Simon  St.  Mary  Ovenes,  >     pl  f 
Frailty,  ^  }  nUS* 

Peter  Skirmifti,  an  old  Soldier. 
j4~Nohlema%$  e«    .«  t  „•..     *  t% 
A  Genilf  mtw  J  ^  \     \   *  • 


«  •  •• 
•  •  • 


Lady  Plus,  a  Citf&foV Widow. 
Frances,  j 9.o 

W  •  .*  flhey  £wq<  *I}at£  hters f : 
Moll,  *°  V*"  :  •**  2 


S  C  E  N  E    10  N  D  O  N. 


6 


THE 

PURITAN: 

OR,  THE 

w  idow  of  TVatiing-Jlreet. 


A  C  T   I.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  the  Lady  Widow  Plus,  Frances  and  Moll,  Sir 
Godfrey  with  Edmond,  all  in  Mourning.  The  Wi~ 
do-TV  wringing  her  Hands,  and  bur/ling  out  into  Pajjion, 
as  newly  come  from  the  Burial  rf  her  Husband. 

W  IDOW. 

'  H,  that  ever  I  was  born,  that  ever  I  was 
born  ! 

Sir  God.  Nay,  good  Sifter,  dear  Sifter, 
fweet  Sifter,  be  of  good  Comfort,  fhew 
your  felf  a  Woman,  now  or  never. 
Wid.  Oh,  I  have  loft  the  deareft  Man, 
I  have  buried  the /weeteft  Husband  that  ever  lay  by 
Woman. 

Sir  God.  Nay,  give  him  his  due,  he  was  indeed  an 

Tioneft,  virtuous,  difcreet,  wife  Man,  -he  was  n>y^ 

Brother,  as  right,  as  right. 

Wid.  O,  I  fhall  never  forget  him,  never  forget  him, 
Ixe  was  a  Man  fo  well  given  to  a  Woman  oh  ! 

Sir  God.  Nay,but  kind  Sifter,  I  could  weep  as  much  as 
any  Woman,  but  alas,  our  Tears  cannot  call  him  again  : 
methinks  you  are  well  read, Sifter,  and  know  that  Death 
is  as  common  zsHomo,  a  common  Name  to  all  Men a 
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Man  (hall  be  t-akcn  when  he's  making  water. — -Nay, 
did  not  the  learned  Parfon,  Mailer  Pigman,  tell  us  e'en 
now,  that  all  Fltfh  is  frail,  we  are  born  to  die,  Man 
has  but  a  time  :  With  fuch  like  deep  and  profound  Per- 
fuafions,  as  he  is  a  rare  Fellow,  you  know,  and  an  ex- 
cellent Reader  :  and  for  Example,  (as  there  are  Exam- 
ples abundance)  did  not  Sir  Humphry  Bubble  die  t'other 
D.!v,  there's  a  lufty  Widow,  why  fhe  cry*d  not  above 

bait  an  Hour  for  lhame,  for  lhame  :  Then  follow'd 

him  old  Mailer  Fuljhtrii  the  Uiurer,  there's  a  wile  Wi- 
dow, why  fhe  cry^d  a  ne'er  a  whit  at  all. 

Wid.  O  rank  not  me  with  thofc  wicked  Women,  I 
had  a  Husband  our-fhin\i  Vm  ah. 

Sir  God.  Ay  that  he  did,  i'f  :jth,  heout-fhin'd  'em  all, 

Wid.  Doit  thou  ftand  there  and  fee  us  all  weep,  and 
not  once  fned  a  Tear  for  thy  Father's  Death  ?  oh  thou 
ungracious  Son  and  Heir  thou  ? 

Edm.  Troth  Mother,  I  fnoulJ  not  weep  I'm  fure  ;  t 
am  pail  a  Chi'd  I  hope,  to  make  all  my  old  School- 
fellows laugh  at  me  ;  I  mould  be  mockt,  fo  J  mould  ; 
pray  let  one  of  my  Siiiers  weep  for  me,  Til  laugh  as 
much  for  her  another  rime. 

Wid.  O  thou  paft-Grace  thou,  out  of  my  fight  thou 
graceiefs  Imp,  thou  gneveft  me  more  than  the  Death  of 
thy  Father  :  O  thou  itubborn  only  Son  :  had'it  thou  fuch 
an  honcil  Man  to  thy  Father — that  would  decei  ve  all  the 
World  to  get  Riches  for  thee,  and  tantf  thcu  not  afford 
a  little  Salt- Water  !  He  that  fo  wifely  did  quite  over- 
throw the  right  Heir  of  thofe  Lands,  which  now  you  re- 
fpect  not:  up  every  Morning  bewixt  four  and  five,  fo 
duly  at  W ejlminjler  Hall  every  Term-time,  with  all  his 

Cards  and  Writings,  for  thee  thou  wicked slbfaiim  

O  dear^Husband  ! 

Edm.Weev,  quotha  r  I  proteil  I  am  glad  he's  Church- 
ed ;  for  now  he's  gone,  I  fnall  fpend  in  quiet. 

Fran.  Dear  Mother, pray  ceafe,r;aif  yourTears  luflke, 
*Tis  time  for  you  to  take  truce  with  your  Eyes, 
Let  me  weep  now. 

Wid,  O  fuch  a  dear  Knight,  fuch  a  fweet  Husband 

have  I  loll,  have  I  loll !  if  blefled  be  the  Code  the 

Rain  rains  upon,  he  had  it,  pouring  down. 

Sir 
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Sir  God.  Sifter,  be  of  good  chear,  we  are  all  mortal 
our  felves,  I  come  upon  you  fremly,  I  ne'er  fpeak  with- 
out comfort,  hear  me  what  I  mail  fay,  my  Brother 

iias  left  you  wealthy,  you're  rich. 

ffi  j.  Ol 

Sir  God.  I  fay  you're  rich  :  you  are  alfo  fair. 
Wid.  O  ! 

Sir  God.  Go  to,  you're  fair,  you  cannot  fmother  it, 
Beauty  will  come  to  light  ;  nor  are  your  Years  fo  far  cn- 
ter'd  with  you,but  that  you  will  be  fought  after,  and  may 
very  well  anfwer  another  Husband  :  the  World  is  full 
of  fine  Gallants,  choice  enow,  Sifter,-- — for  what  mould 
we  do  with  all  our  Knights,  I  pray  ?  but  to  marry  ricli 
Widows,  wealthy  Citizens  Widows,  lufty  fair-browM 
Ladies.  Goto,  be  of  good  comfort,  I  fay,  leave  mob- 
bing and  weeping, — yet  my  Brother  was  a  kind-hearted 
Man. — I  would  not  have  the  Elf  fee  me  now, —come, 
pluck  up  a  Woman's  Heart,  here  itand  your  Daugh- 
ters, who  be  well  Eftated,  and  at  maturity  will  alfo  be 
inquir'd  after  with  good  Husbands ;  fo  all  thefe  Tears 
ihall  be  foon  dry'd  up,  and  a  better  World  than  ever — 
what  Woman  !  you  muft  not  weep  ftill ;  he's  dead,  he's 
buried  yet  I  cannot  chufe  but  weep  for  him. 

Wid.  Marry  again  !  no,  let  me  be  buried  quick  then  I 
And  that  fame  part  of  Quire  whereon  I  tread 
To  fuch  intent,  O,  may  it  be  my  Grave  : 
And  that  the  Prieit  may  turn  his  Wedding-Prayers, 
Even  with  a  breath,  to  Funeral  duft  and  afhes ; 
O,  out  of  a  Million  of  Millions.  I  mould  ne'er  find  fuch 
a  Husband  ;  he  was  unmatchable  unmatchable  ;  no- 
thing was  fo  hot,  nor  too  dear  for  me,  I  could  not  fpeak 
of  that  one  thing  that  I  had  not.;  befide,  I  had  Keys  of 
all,  kept  all,  receiv'd  all,  had  Mony  in  my  Purfe,  fpent 
what  1  would,  went  abroad  when  I  would,  came  home 
when  I  would,  and  did  all  that  I  would:  O — my  fweet 
Husband ;  I  fhall  never  have  the  like. 

Sir  God.  Sifter,  ne'er  fay  fo,  he  wa^  an  honeft  Brother 
of  mine,  and  fo,  and  you  may  light  upon  one  as  ho- 
neft again,  pr  one  as  honeft  again  may  light  upon  you  ; 
that's  the  properer  phrafe  indeed. 

Wid.  Never;  O  if  you  love  me,  urge  it  not. 
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G  may  I  be  the  by-word  of  the  Woi-d, 
The  common  talk  at  Table,  in  the  Mouth 
Of  every  Groom  and  Waiter,  if  e'er  more 
I  entertain  the  carnal  fuit  of  Man.  [Kneels* 
Moll.  I  malt  kneel  down,  for  faihion  too. 
Fran.  And  1,  whom  never  Manas  yet  hath  fcal'd, 
E'en  in  this  depth  of  general  Sorrow,  vow 
Never  to  marry,  to  fuftain  fuch  lols, 
As  a  dear  Husband  feems  to  be,  once  dead. 

MolL  I  lov'd  my  Father  well  too  ;  but  to  fay,. 
Nay,  vow,  I  would  not  marry  for  his  Death, 
Sure  I  mould  fpeak  falfe  Latin,  mould  I  not  ? 
Td  as  foon  vow  never  to  come  in  Bed. 
Tut, Women  muft  live  by  th'  quick,  and  not  by  th1  dead. 
Wid.  Dear  Copy  of  my  Husband,  O  let  me  kifs  thee  : 
[Drawing  out  ker  Husband's  Pifture. 
How  like  him  is  their  Model ;  their  brief  Picture 
Quickens  my  Tears :  my  Sorrows  are  renew'd 
At  their  frerh  fight. 
Sir  God.  Sifter- 
Wid.  Away, 
All  honefiy  with  him  is  turn'd  to  Clay. 

G  my  fweet  Husband,  O  

Fran.  My  dear  Father  !  [Exeunt  Wid.  and  Fran. 
Moll.  Here's  a  puling  indeed  !  I  think  my  Mother 
weeps  for  all  the  Women  that  ever  buried  Husbands; 
for  if  from  time  to  time  all  the  Widows  Tears  in  Eng- 
land had  been  bottled  up,  I  do  not  think  all  would  have 
filled  a  three-half-penny-  Bottle  :  alas,  a  frnall  matter 
bucks  a  Handkerchief, — and  fometimes  the  Spittle 
Hands  too  nigh  Saint  Thomas  a  Watring's.  Well,  I  can 
mourn  in  good  fober  fort  as  well  as  another ;  but  where 
I  fpend  one  Tear  for  a  dead  Father,  I  could  give  twen- 
ty Rifles* for  a  quick  Husband.  [Exit  Moll. 

Sir  God.  Weil,  go  thy  ways,old  Sir  Godfrey,  and  thou 
may 'it  be  proud  on't,thou  haft  a  kind  lovingSi  Aer-in-law. 
How  conilant  r  how  paflionate  r  how  full  ot'dpri  I  the  poor 
Soul's  Eyes  are.  Well,  I  would  my  Brother  knew  on't,. 
he  fhould  then  know  what  a  kind  Wife  he  had  left  be- 
hind him  .Truth, and 'twere  not  forfhame  that  theNeigh- 
bours  at  th'  next  Garden  ihould  hear  me  betwixt  Joy  and 
Grief,  I  Ihould  e'en  cry  out-right.    [Exit  Sir  Godfrey. 
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Ed<zv.  So,  a  fair  riddance,  my  Father's  laid  in  Duft, 
his  Coffin  and  he  is  like  a  whole  Meat-Pye,  and  the 
Worms  will  cat  him  up  fhortly :  Farewell  old  Dad,  fare- 
well ;  I'll  be  curb'd  in  no  more  :  I  perceive  a  Son  and 
Heir  may  quickly  be  made  a  Fool,  and  he  will  be  one, 

but  I'll  take  another  order  ;  Now  Ihe  would  have  me 

weep  for  him  forfooth,  and  why,becaufe  he  cozen'd  the 
right  Heir,  being  a  Fool,  and  bellowed  thofe  Lands  on 
me  his  Eldeft  Son  >  and  therefore  I  muft  weep  for  him, 
ha,  ha :  why,  all  the  World  knows,  as  long  as  'twas 
his  Plea'ure  to  get  me,  'twas  his  Duty  to  get  for  me  :  I ' 
know  the  Law  in  that  Point,  no  Attorney  can  gull  me. 
Well,  my  Uncle  is  an  old  Afs,  and  an  admirable  Cox- 
comb, 111  rule  the  Roaft  myfelf.  I'll  be  kept  under  no 
more,  I  know  what  I  may  do  well  enough  by  my  Fa- 
ther's Copy  :  the  Law's  in  mine  own  Hands  now  :  Nay, 
now  I  know  my  flrength,  Til  be  ftrong.  enough  for  my 
Mother,  I  warrant  you.  [Exit. 
Enter  George  Pye-boord,  and  Peter  Skirmifh. 

Pye.  What's  to  be  done  now,  old  Lad  of  War,  thou 
that  were  wont  to  be  as  hot  as  a  Turn-fpit,  as  nimble  as 
a  Fencer,  and  as  loufie  as  a  School-mailer ;  now  thou 
art  put  to  filence  like  a  Seclary,— War  fits  now  like  a 
Juflice  of  Peace,  and  does  nothing  ;  where  be  your  Mus- 
kets, Calivers  and  Hot- (hots  ?  in  Long- lane  at  pawn,  at 

pawn  ?  Now  Keys  are  our  only  Guns,  Key -guns, 

Key-guns,  and  Bawds  the  Gunners  who  are  your 

Sentinels  in  Peace,  and  Hand  ready  charg'd  to  give 
warning;  with  hems,  hums,  and  pocky-coughs ;  only 
yourChambers  are  licens'd  to  play  upon  you,  and  Drabd 
enow  to  give  fire  to  'em. 

Ski?-.  WelL,  I  cannot  tell,  but  I  am  fure  it  goes  wrong 
with  me,  for  fmce  the  Cellure  of  the  Wars,  I  have  fpent 
above  a  hundred  Crowns  out  of  Purfe  :  I  have  been  a 
Soldier  any  time  this  forty  Years,  and  now  t  perceive 
an  old  Soldier,  and  an  old  Courtier  have  both  one  De- 
ftiny,  and  in  the  end  turn  both  into  Hob-nails. 

Pye.  Pretty  Myftery  for  a  Beggar,  for  indeed  a  Hob- 
nail is  the  true  Emblem  of  a  Beggar's  Shoe-foal. 

SJtir.  I  will  not  fay  but  that  War  is  a  Blood-fucker,and 
fo  ;  but  in  my  Confidence,  (as  there  h  no  Soldier  but  ha£ 
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a  piece  of  one,  tho'  it  be  full  of  holes,  like  a  fhot  Anci- 
ent, no  matter,  'twill  ferve  to  fvvear  by)  in  my  Confci- 
ence,  I  think  fome  kind  of  Peace  has  more  hidden  Op- 
preffions,  and  violent  heady  Sins,  (though  looking  of  a 
gentle  Nature)  than  a  profefi  War. 

Pye.  Troth,  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  am  a  poor  Gentle^ 
man,  and  a  Scholar,  I  have  been  matriculated  in  the  U- 
niverfity,  wore  out  fix  Gowns  there,  feen  fome  Fools, 
and  fome  Scholars.,  fome  of  the  City,  and  fome  of  the 
Country,  kept  Order,  went  bare-headed  over  the  Qua- 
drangle, eat  my  Commons  with  a  good  Stomach,  and 
battled  with  Discretion;  at  lair,  having  done  many  flights 
and  tricks  to  maintain  my  Wit  in  ufe  (as  my  Brain  would 
never  indure  me  to  be  idle)  I  was  expell'd  the  Univer- 
sity, only  for  dealing  a  Cheefe  out  of  Jefus  College. 
Sktr.  Is'tpcffible? 

Pye.  O!  there  was  one  Weinman  (God  forgive  him) 
puri  ued  it  hard,  and  never  left,  'till  I  turn'd  my  Staff  to- 
ward London ,  where  when  I  came,  all  my  Friends  were 
pit-hol'd.  gene  to  Graves,  (as  indeed  there  was  but  a  few 
left  before)  then  was  I  turn'd  to  my  Wits,  to  fhift  in  the 
V*  arid,  to  towre  among  Sons  and  Heirs,  and  Focls,  and 
Gulls,  and  Ladies  eldeft  Sons,  to  work  upon  nothing,  to 
feed  out  of  Flint,  and  ever  fince  has  my  Belly  been  much 
beholden  to  my  Brain.  But  now  to  return  to  you,  old 
Skirmi/b,  I  fay  as  you  fay,  and  for  my  part  wifh  a  Tur- 
bulency  in  the  World,  for  I  have  nothing  in  the  World, 
but  my  Wits,  and  I  think  they  are  as  mad  as  they  will 
be  ;^andto  ftrengthen  your  Argument  the  more,  I  fay  an 
honeft  War  is  better  than  a  bawdy  Peace.  As  touching  my 
Profeffion  ;  the  multiplicity  of  Scholars,  hatcht  andnou- 
rifht  in  the  idle  Calms  of  Peace  makes  'em  like  Fifhes, 
one  devour  another;  and  the  Community  of  Learning  has 
fo  plaid  upon  Affections,  that  thereby  almoft  Religion  is 
come  about  to  Phantafie,  and  diicredited  by  being  too 

much  fpeken  of  in  fo  many  and  mean  Mouths  I  my 

felf  being  a  Scholar  and  a  Graduate  have  no  other  com- 
fort by  my  Learning,  but  the  Affection  of  my  words, 
to  know  how  Scholar-like  to  name  what  I  want,  and  can 
*  call  my  felf  a  Beggar  both  in  Greek  and  Latin  ;  and 
therefore  net  to  cog  with  Peace,  I'll  not  be  afraid  to 

fay, 
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fay,    'tis  a  great  Breeder,  but  a  bad  Ncurifher :  a 

great  Getter  of  Children,  which  muft  either  be  Thieves 

or  rich  Men,  Knaves  or  Beggars. 

Skir*  Well,  would  I  had  been  born  a  Knave  then, 

when  I  was  born  a  Beggar  ;  for  if  the  truth  was  known, 
I  think  I  was  begot  when  my  Father  had  never  a 
Penny  in  his  Purle. 

Pye.  Puh,  faint  not,  old  Skirmijh,  let  this  warrant  thee, 
Faciiis  Defcenfus  Avenri,  'tis  an  eafie  Journey  to  a  Knave, 
thou  may'it  be  a  Knave  when  thou  wilt  ;  and  Peace  is  a 
good  Madam  to  all  other  Profeffions,  and  an  arrant  Drab 
to  us,  let  us  handle  her  accordingly,  and  by  our  Wits 
thrive  in  defpight  of  her  ;  for  the  Law  lives  by  Quarrels, 
the  Courtier  by  fmooth  Good-morrows,  and  every  Pro- 
feflion  makes  it  felf  greater  by  Imperfections,  why  not 
we  then  by  Shifts,  Wiles,  and  Forgeries  ?  And  feeing  our 
Brains  are  the  only  Patrimonies,  let's  fpend  with  Judg- 
ment, not  like  a  defperate  Son  and  Heir,  but  like  a  fober 
and  difcreet  Templer,— one  that  will  never  march  be- 
yond the  Bounds  of  his  Allowance,  and  for  our  thriv- 
ing means,  thus,  I  my  felf  will  put  on  the  Deceit  of  a 
Fortune-teller,  a  Fortune-teller. 
Skir.  Very  proper. 

Pye.  And  you  a  Figure-cafter,  or  a  Conjurer. 
Skir.  A  Conjurer  ? 

Pye.  Let  me  alone,  Fll  inftrudl  you,  and  teach  you  to 
deceive  all  Eyes  but  the  Devil's. 

Skir.  O  ay,  for  I  would  not  deceive  him,  and  I  could 
chufe,  of  all  others. 

Pye.  Fear  not,  I  warrant  you ;  and  fo  by  thefe  means  we 
mail  help  one  another  to  Patients,  as  the  Condition  of  the 
Age  affords  Creatures  enow  for  cunning  to  work  upon, 

Skir,  O  wondrous,  new  Fools  and  frefh  Afles. 

Pye.  O,  fit,  fit,  excellent. 

Skir.  What  in  the  name  of  Conjuring? 

Pye.  My  Memory  greets  me  happily  with  an  admirable 
Siibjeft  to  graze  upon.  The  Lady- Widow,  who  of  late  I 
faw  weeping  in  her  Garden, for  the  Death  of  her  Husband, 
fure  fhe's  but  a  watrifhSoul,  and  halfon'tby  this  time  is 
dropt  out  of  her  Eyes:  Device  well  manag'd  may  do  good 
upon  her  :  it  Hands  firm,  my  firft  practice  fhall  be  there. 

Skir,  You  have  my  Voice,  George. 
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Pye.  Sh'as  a  grey  Gull  to  her  Brother,  a  Fool  to 
her  only  Son,  and  an  Ape  to  her  youngeft  Daughter; — 
I  over- heard  'em  feverally,  and  irom  their  words  I'll 
derive  my  Device  ;  and  thou,  old  Peter  Skirmijb,  (hall 
be  my  fecondin  all  ilights. 

Skir.  Ne'er  doubt  me,  George  Pye- Boor  d>  ■  only, 
you  muft  teach  me  to  conjure. 

Enter  Captain  Idle  pinion* d,  and  with  a  Guard  of 
Officers  pajfeth  over  the  Stage. 

Pye.  Puh,  Ffl  perfect  thee.,  Peter: 
How  now !  what's  he  ? 

Skir.  O  George  !  this  fight  kills  me, 
"Tis  my  fworn  Brother,  Captain  Idle. 

Pye.  Captain  Idle. 

Skir.  Apprehended  for  fome  felonious  Aft  or  other, 
he  has  ftarted  out,  has  made  a  Night  on  t,  lackt  Silver  ; 
I  cannot  but  commend  his  Refolution,  he  would  net- 
pawn  his  RufF Jerkin,  I  would  either  fome  ®f  us  were- 
hnploy'd,  or  might  pitch  our  Tents  at  Ufurers  Doors, 
to  kill  the  Slaves  as  they  peep  out  at  the  Wicket. 

Pye-.  Indeed,  thofe  are  our  ancientEnsmies ;  they  keep^ 
our  Money  in  their  hands,  and  make  us  to  be  hang'd  fo* 
rohbing  of  'em  ;  but  come  let's  follow  after  to  the  Prifon, 
and  know  the  nature  of  this  Offence,  and  what  we  can 
iteadhim  in,  hefhail  be  fure  of ;  and  I'll  uphold  it  ftill, 
^charitable  Knave  is  better  than- a  foothing  Puritan. [Ex. 
Enter  at  one  Door  Corporal  Oath,  and  at  the  other  three  cf 
the  Widch-ij  Puritan';  Serving-Men^  Nicholas  St.  Ant- 
ling?,  Simon  St.  Mary-Overies,  and  Frailty  in  black 
fcurvey  Mourning  Coats,  and  Rooks  at" theirGirdles,  as 
caning  frotn  Church.    They  meet. 
Nich.  What,CorporalQ*/£/  I  am  forry  we  have  met 
with  you  next  our  Hearts ;  you  are  the  Man  that  we  are 
forbidden  to  keep  company  withal,  we  muft  not  fwear,  I  . 
can  tell  you,  and  you  have  the  Name  for  Swearing, 

Sim.  Ay,  Corporal  Oath}  I  would  you  would  do  fo 
much  as  forfake  -us,  we  cannot  abide  you,  we  muft  not 
be  feen  in  your  Company. 

Frail.  There  is  none  of  us,  I  can  tell  you,  but  ftiall 
be  foundly  whipt  for  Swearing. 

Corp.  Why  how  now  r  we  three  ?  Puritanical  Scrape* 
ffoes,  FldhzGe&d.Fridays;  a  Hand.  All 
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All.  Oh, 

Corp.  Why  Nichda*St*AitHngs*  Simon  St.  Mary-O- 
<veries,  has  the  De'il  poffeft  you,  that  you  fwear  no 
better,  you  Half-Chrillen'd  Katamitcs,  you  Un-god- 
mother'd  Varfcts  ;  does  the  firft  Lcffon  teach  you  to  be 
Proud,  and  the  iecond  to  be  Coxcombs  ?  proud  Cox- 
combs, not  once  to  do  Duty  to  a  Man  of  Mark. 

Frail.  A  Man  of  Mark,  quotha,  I  do  not  think  lie 
can  fliew  a  Beggar's  Noble. 

Corp.  A  Corporal,  a  Commander,  one  of  Spirit,that  is  a- 
ble  to  blow  you  up  all  dry  with  your  Books  at  your  girdles, 

Sim.  We  are  not  taught  to  believe  that,  Sir,  for  we  : 
know  the  Breath  of  Man  is  weak. 

[Corporal  breather  an  Fraiky. 

Frail.  Foh,  you  lye,  Nicholas  ;  for  here's  one  itron^ 
enough  ;  blow  us  up,  quotha,  he  may  well  blow  me  a- 
bove  twelve-feore  off  on  him  ;  I  warrant,  if  the  Wind 
itcod  right,  a  Man  might  fmell  him  from  the  top  of - 
NfrwgaU  to  the  Leads  of  Ludgaie. 

Corp.  Sirrah,  thou  hollow  Book  of  Wax-candle.' 

Nicb:  Ay, you  may  fay  what  you 'will, fo  you  fwear  not.- 

Corp.  1  fwear  by  the  

Nicb.  Hold,  holdj  good  Corporal  Oath  ;  but  if  you  & 
fwear  once,  we  fhall  lall  down  in  a  Swoon  prefently. 

Corp.  I  mutt  and  will  fwear  :  you  quivering  Cox-  - 
combs,  my  Captain  is  imprifon'd,  and  by  Vulcan  s  Lea- 
ther Cod- piece  Point — » 

Nicb.  O  Simon,  what  an  Oath  was  there  ? 

Frail,  f  f  he  mould-chance  to  break  it,  the  poor  Man's 
Breeches  would  fall  down  about  his  Heels,  for  Venus 
allows  but  one  Point  to  his  Hoie. 

Cerp.  With  thefe,myBully- Fleet,  I  will  thump  ope  the^ 
IHiibn-Doors,  and  brain  the  Keeper  with  the  Begging- 
Box,  but  I'll  let  my  honeftfweet  Captain  Idle  at  liberty.  ; 

Nicb.  How,  Captain  Idle?  my  oid  Aunts  Son,  my. 
dear  Kinfman  in  Cappadocbio. 

Cerp. Ay, thou  Charch*pee]ing,thou  Holy-paringiRe-  - 
ligious  Out-fide  thou  ;  if  thou  hadlt  any  grace  in  thee, 
thouwouldit  vifit  him,  relieve  him,  fwear  to  gethimout. 

Nick  Aifure  you,  Corporal,  indeed* Uv  'tis  the  firft  » 
time  I  heard  on't. 

$orf>  Why  do't  now  then,  Marmaft ;  bring  fo  i  C  ^  thy-  ' 
yearly  Wages,  let  not  a  Commander  perilh.  Sim,  < 
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Sim.  But  if  he  be  one  of  the  wicked,  he  mall  periih. 

Nicb.  Well,  Corporal,  I'll  e'en  along  with  you,  to 

vifit  my  Kinfman,if  I  can  do  him  any  good,  I  will  

but  I  have  nothing  for  him  ;  Simon  St,  Mary  Overies 
and  Frailty,  pray  make  a  Lye  for  me  to  the  Knight, 
my  Mailer,  old  Sir  Godfrey. 

Corp.  A  Lye  :  may  you  lye  then  ? 

Frail.  O  ay,  we  may  lye,  but  we  muft  not  fwear. 

Sim.  True,  we  may  lie  with  our  Neighbour's  Wife, 
but  we  muft  not  fwear  we  did  fo. 

Corp.  O,  an  excellent  Tag  of  Religion. 

Nicb.  O,  Simon,  I  have  thought  upon  a  fecond  Ex- 
cuse, it  will  go  Current,  fay  that  I  am  gone  to  a  Fall. 

Sim.  To  a  Fad  ?  very  good. 

Nicb.  Ay,  to  a  Faft,  fay,  with  Matter  Full-belly  the 
Miniiter. 

Sim.  Mailer  Full-belly  !  an  honeft  Man :  He  feeds 
the  Fiock  well,  for  he's' an  excellent  Feeder. 

[Exeunt  Corporal  Nicholas. 
Frail.  O  I,  I  have  feen  him  eat  a  whole  Pig,  and  after- 
ward fall  to  the  Pettitoes.    \Exeu71t  Simon  and  Frailty. 
The  Marjbalfea  Prifon.    Enter  Captain  Idle  at  one  Door, 
and  an  old  Soldier  at  the  other 
Pye.  Pray  turn  the  Key.  [Speaking  within. 

Skir.  Turn  the  Key,  I  pray. 

Capt.  Who  fhould  thole  be,  I  almoft  know  their 
Voices  ?  O  my  Friends  !  \Entring. 
You're  welcome  to  a  fmelling  Room  here  ;  you  newly 
teak  leave  of  the  Air,  is't  not  a  itrange  Savour  ? 

Pye.  As  all  Prifons  have  fmells  of  lundry  Wretches* ; 
Who,  tho'  departed,  leave  their  Scents  behind  'em. 
By  Gold,  Ctptain,  I  am  fincerely  forry  for  thee. 

Capt.  By  my  troth,  George,  I  thank  thee  ;  but,  pifli 
*  what  muft  be,  muft  be. 

Stir.  Captain,  what  do  you  lie  in  for  ?  is't  great  ? 
what's  your  Offence  ? 

Capt.  Faith  my  Offence  is  ordinary  common,  a 

Highway,  and  1  fear  me  my  Penalty  will  be  ordinary 
and  common  too,  a  Halter. 

Pye.  Nay,  prophefie  not  fo  ill,  it  ftia1!  go  hard, 
But  I'll  fhift  for  thy  Life. 

Capt. 


Widow  of  Watling-ftreet.  13 

Capt.  Whether  I  live  or  die,  thou  art  an  honefl 
George  >  I'll  tell  you— Silver  flow'd  not  with  me,  as  it 
had  done,  for  now  the  Tide  runs  to  Bawds  and  Flatter- 
ers, 1  had  a  dart  out,  and  by  chance  fet  upon  a  fat  Stew- 
ard, thinking  his  Purfe  had  been  aspurfy  as  his  Body  ; 
and  the  Slave  had  about  him  but  the  poor  purchafe  of 
ten  Groats :  Notwith Handing  being  defcried,  purfued, 
and  taken,  I  know  the  Law  is  fo  grim,  in  refpect  of 
many  defperate,unfettled  Soldiers,  that  I  fear  me  I  mail 
dance  after  their  Pipe  for't. 

S&ir.  I  am  twice  forry  for  you,  Captain  ;  firft,  that 
your  Purchafe  was  fo  fmall,  and  now  that  your  Danger 
is  fo  great. 

Capt.  Pufli,  the  worfl  is  but  Death,— —ha'  you  a 
Pipe  of  Tobacco  about  you  ? 

Skir.  I  think  I  have  thereabouts  about  me. 

[Captain  blows  a  Pipe, 

Capt,  Here's  a  clean  Gentleman  too,  to  receive. 

Pje.  Weil,  I  mull  call  about  fome  happy  flight : 
Work  Brain,  that  ever  didft  thy  Mailer  right. 

[Corpora/  and  Nicholas  within. 

Corp.  Keeper,  let  the  Key  be  turn'd. 

Nicb.  Ay,  ay  pray,  Matter  Keeper,  give's  a  caft  of 
your  Office. 

Capt.  How  now  ?  more  Vifitants  ?  what,  Cor- 
poral Oath  f 

Pje.  SAir.  Corporal. 

Corp.  In  Priibn,  honeft  Captain  ?  this  mufl  not  be. 

Nicb.  How  do  you,  Captain  Kinfman  ? 

Capt.  Good  Ccxcomb,  what  makes  that  pure 
ftarcht  Fool  here  f 

Nicb.  You  fee,  Kinfman,  I  am  fomewhat  bold  to  call 
in,  and  fee  how  you  do ;  I  heard  you  were  fafe  enough, 
and  I  was  very  giad  on't,  that  it  was  no  worfe. 

Capt.  This  is  a  double  torture  now,  this  Fool  by 

th'  Book  doth  vex  me  more  than  my  Imprifonment. 
What  meant  you,  Corporal,  to  hook  him  hither  ? 

Corp.  Who,  he  ?  he  ihall  relieve  thee,  and  fupply 
thee,  I'll  make  him  do't. 

Capt.  Fy,  what  vain  Breath  you  fpend  : 
He  fupply?  I'll  fooner  expeftMercy  from  anUfurer  when 

my 
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my  Bond's  forfeited,  fooner  Kindneft  from  a  Lawyer  whin* 
my  Money's  fpent ;  nay,  fooner  Charity  from  the  Devil, 
than  Good  from  a  Puritan.  FU  look  forReiief  from  him 
when  Lucifer  is  reftor'd  to  hisBiood,and  in  Heav'n  again. 

Nich.  I  warrant  my  Kinfman's  talking  of  me,  for 
my  Ear  burns  moft  tyrannically. 

Pye.  Captain  Idle,  what's  he  there  ?  he  looks  like  a 
Monkey  upward,  and  a  Crane  downward. 

Capt.  Plhaw ;  a  foolifh  Coufin  of  mine.  I  mull 
thank  God  for  him. 

Pye.  Why,  the  better  SubjecTto  work  a  fcape  upon  ; 
thou  malt  e'en  change  Cloaths  with  him,  and  leave 
him  here,  and  fo  * 

Capt.  Pufh,  I  publifht  him  e'en  now  to  my  Corporal, 
he  will  be  damn'd  e'er  he  do  me  fo  much  good  ;  why, 
I  know  a  more  proper,  a  more  handfome  Device  than 
that  if  the  Slave  would  be  Sociable,- — now  Goodman 
Fleerface  P  ' 

Nich.  O,  my  Coufin  begins  to  fpeak  to  me  now,  J- 
fhall  be  acquainted  with  him  again,  I  hope. 

Skir.  Look!  what  ridiculous  Raptures  take  hold  of 
his  Wrinkles. 

Fye.  Then  what  fay  you  to  this  Device,  a  happy, 
one-  Captain  ? 

Capt.  Speak*  low,  George;  Prifon-Rats  have  wider 
Ears  than  thofe  in  Malt-lofts. 

Nich.  Coufin,. if  it  lay  in-my  power,  as  they  fay,  

to-- — do  

Capt.  'Twould  do  me  an  exceeding  pleafure  indeed,  that 
ne'er  talk  forderon'tj  the  Fool  will  be  hang'd  e'er  he  do* 
Corp.  Pox, .I'll thump  him  to't. 

(  Pye.  Why,  do  but  try  the  Fopfter,  and  break  it  to 
hm  bluntly. 

Capt.  And  fo  myDifgrace  will  dwell  in  his  Jaws,,  and 
theSlave  Haver  out  our  purpofe  to  his  Mailer;  for  would 
I  were  but  as  fure  on't;  as  I  am  fure  he  will  deny  to  do't- 

Web.  I  would  be  heartily  glad,  Coufin,  if  any  of  my 
iriendlhips,asthey  fay,  might  ftand,  ha— 

Pye.  Why,  you  fee  he  offers  his  Friendfhip  fbolifhly 
to  you  already. 

Capt.  Ay,  that's  the  Hell  on't,  I  would  he  would 
«ficr-u.wiiel/.. 
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Nicb.  Verily,  and  indeed  la,  Coufm— 

Capt.  I  have  took  note  of  thy  Fleers  a  good  while,  iff 
thoa  art  minded  to  do  me  good,  as  thou  gap'it  upon  me 
comfortably,  and  giv'it  me  charitable  Faces,  which  in- 
deed is  but  a  fafhion  in  you  ail  that  are  Puritans;  wilt' 
foon  at  Night  fteal  me  thy  Mailer's  Chain  ? 

Nicb.  Oh,  I  fhall  fwoon  ! 

Pye.  Corporal,  he  flans  already  ! 

Capt.  I  know  it  to  be  worth  three  hundred  Crowns,and 31 
with  the  half  of  that,  I  can  buy  my  Life  at  a  Broker's, 
at  fecond  hand,  which  now  lies  in  pawn  to  the  Law  ;  if 
this  thou  refufe  to  do,  being  eafy  and  nothing  dangerous, 
in  that  thou  art  held  in  gcod  Opinion  of  thy  Mailer, 
why  'tis  a  palpable  Argument  thou  hold'ft  my  Life  at 
no  Price,  and  thefe  thy  broken  and  unjointed  Offers  are 
but  only  created  in  thy  Lip,  now  Born,  and  now  Bu- 
ried, foolifli  Breath  only  :  what,,  woult  do't  ?  mail  I 
look  for  Happinefs  in  thy  Anfwer  ? 

Nicb.  Steal  my  Maiter'6  Chain,  quoth  he  ?  no,  it  mail 
ne'er  be  faid,  that  Nicholas  St.  Antlings  committed  Bird- 
lime ! 

Capt.  Nay,  .  I  told  you  as  much,  did  I  not  ?  tho'  he 
be  a  Puritan-,  yct  he  will  be  a  true  Man. 

Nicb.  Why  Coufin,  you  know  'tis  written,  Thou 
malt  not  Steal. 

Capt.  Why,  and  Fool,  thou  malt  love  thy  Neigh- 
bour, and  help  him-  in  Extremities. 

Nicb.  Mafs,  I  think  it  be  indeed  ;  in  what  Chapter's 
that,  Coufm  ? 

Capt.  Why  in  the  firft  of  Charity,  the  fecond  Verfe. 

Nicb.  The  fiirft  of  Charity,  quoth-a,  that's  a  good 
Jerl,  there's  no  fuch  Chapter  in. my  Book! 

Capt.  No,  I  know  'twas  torn  out  of  thy  Book,  and: 
that  makes  it  fo  little  in.  thy  Heart. 

Pye.  Come,  let  me  tell  you,  you're  too  unkind  a  Kinf- 
man  i'faith  ;  the  Captain  loving  you  fo  dearly,  ay,  like 
the  Pomwater  of  his  Eye,  and  you  to  be  io  uncomfor- 
table, fie,  fie. 

Nicb.  Pray  doJiot  wifh  me  to  behang'djany  thing  elfe 
that  I  can  do  ;  had  it  been  to  rob,  I  would  ha*  don't,  but. 
1  mud  not  Steal ;  that's  the  word,  the  literal, Thou  fhak 
not  Steal and  would  you  wilh  me  to  fteal  then  ? 
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Pye.  No  Faith,  that  were  too  much,  to  fpeak  truth ; 
Why  wilt  thou  Nim  it  from  him  ? 
Nick.  That  I  will. 

Pye.  Why  enough,  Bully ;  he  will  be  content  with 
that,  or  he  mall  ha'  none ;  let  me  alone  with  him  now, 
Captain,  I  ha'  dealt  with  your  Kinfman  in  a  Corner ;  a 
good — kind-natur'd  Fellow,  methinks.  Go  to,  you  (hall 
not  have  all  your  own  asking,  you  mail  bate  fomewhat 
on't,  he  is  aot  contented  absolutely,  as  you  would  fay, 
to  fteal  the  Chain  from  him,  but  to  do  you  a  pleafure, 
he  will  nim  it  from  him. 

Nicb.  Ay,  that  I  will,  Coufin. 

Capt.  Well,  feeing  he  will  do  no  more,  as  far  as  I 
fee,  I  mull  be  contented  with  that. 

Corp.  Here's  no  notable  gullery  ? 

Pye.  Nay,  I'll  come  nearer  to  you,  Gentlemen,  be- 
caufe  we'll  have  only  but  a  Help  and  a  Mirth  on't,  the 
Knight  mall  not  lofe  his  Chain  neither,  but  be  only  laid 
out  of  the  way  fome  one  or  two  Days. 

Nich.  Ah,  that  would  be  good  indeed,  Kinfman. 

Pye.  For  I  have  a  farther  reach,  to  profit  us  better,  by 
the  miffing  on't  only,  than  if  we  had  it  outright,  as  my 
Difcourfe  fhall  make  it  known  to  you  ;  — when  thou 
haft  the  Chain,  do  but  convey  it  out  at  a  Back-door 
into  the  Garden,  and  there  hang  it  clofe  in  the  Rofe- 
mary  Bank,  but  for  a  fmall  Seafon ;  and  by  that  harmlefs 
device,  I  know  how  to  wind  Captain  Idle  out  of  Prifon, 
the  Knight  thy  Matter  mall  get  his  Pardon,  and  releafe 
him,  and  he  fatisne  thy  Mafter  with  his  own  Chain, 
and  wondrous  thanks  Qn  both  hands. 

Nicb.  That  were  rare  indeed  la ; 
Pray  let  me  know  how. 

;  Pye.  Nay,  'tis  very  necefTary  thou  fhould'ft  know,  b«- 
caufe  thou  muft  be  employM  as  an  Aclor. 

Nich.  An  Adlor  ?  O  no  that's  a  Player  ?  and  our  Parfon 
rails  againfl  Players  mightly,  I  can  tell  you,  becaufe 
they  brought  him  drunk  upo'th'  Stage  once,  «— as  he 
will  be  horribly  drunk. 

Corp.  Mafs,  I  cannot  blame  him  then, 
Poor  Church-Spout. 

Pye.  Why  as  an  Intermedler  then  ? 

Nich.  Ay,  that>  that.  Pyt* 
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Pye.  Give  rae  Audience  then  ;  when  the  old  Knight 
thy  Matter  has  raged  his  fill  for  the  lofs  of  the  Chain, 
teli  him  thou  haft  a  Kinfman  in  Prifon,  of  fuch  exquifite 
Art,  that  the  Devil  himfelf  is  French  Lackey  to  him,  and 
runs  bare- headed  by  his  Horfe — Selly,  when  he  has 
one  ;  whom  he  will  cade,  with  moft  Irijh  Dexterity,  to 
fetch  his  Chain,  tho'  'twere  hid  under  a  Mine  of  Sea-coal, 
and  ne'er  make  Spade  or  Pick- Axe  his  Inftruments ;  tell 
him  but  this,  with  farther  Inftru&ions  thou  fhalt  receive 
from  me,  and  thou  Iheweft  thy  felf  a  Kinfman  indeed. 

Corf.  A  dainty  Bully. 

Skir.  An  honeft  Book-keeper. 

Capi.  And  my  three  times  thrice  Honey-Coufin. 

Kick.  Nay,  grace  of  God  I'll  rob  him  on't  fuddenly, 
and  hang  it  in  the  Rofemary  Bank ;  but  I  bear  that 
Mind,  Coufin,  I  would  not  Iteal  any  thing,  methinks, 
for  mine  own  Father. 

Skir.  He  bears  a  good  Mind  in  that,  Captain. 

Pye.  Why,  well  laid, 
He  begins  to  be  an  honeft  Fellow,  faith. 

Ccrp.  In  truth  he  does. 

Nich.  You  fee,  Coufin,  I  am  willing  to  do  you  any 
kindnefs,  always  faving  myfelf  harmleis.   [Exit  Nich. 

Capt.  Why  I  thank  thee,  fare  thee  well,  I  fhall  re- 
quite it. 

Corp.  'Twill  be  good  for  thee,  Captain,  that  thou 
haft  fuch  an  egregious  Afs  to  thy  Coufin. 

Capt.  Ay,  is  not  that  a  fine  Fool,  Corporal  ? 
But,  George,  thou  talk'ft  of  Art  and  Conjuring, 
How  mail  that  be  ? 

Pye.  Puh,  be't  not  in  your  care, 
Leave  that  to  me  and  my  Directions : 
Well,  Captain,  doubt  not  thy  delivery  now, 
E'en  with  the  vantage,  Man,  to  gain  by  Prifon, 
As  my  Thoughts  prompt  me  :  Hold  on  Brain  and  Plot, 
I  aim  at  many  cunning  far  Events, 
All  which  I  doubt  not  to  hit  at  length; 
I'll  to  the  Widow  with  a  quaint  AfTault: 
Captain,  be  merry. 

Capt.  Who  I?  Kerry  merry  Buffe- Jerkin. 

Pye.  Oh,  I  am  happy  in  more  flights,  and  one  will 
knit  ftrong  in  another  Corporal  Oath.  Corp. 
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Corp.  Ho  !  Bully  ! 

Pye.  And  thou,  old  Peter  Skirmijb,  I  have  a  necef- 
Ciry  task  for  ycu  both. 

Skir.  Lay't  upon  George  PyeboorcL 

Corp.  Whatever  it  be,  we*ll  manage  it. 

Pye.  I  would  have  you  two  maintain  a  Quarrel  before 
the  Lady  Widow  s  Door,  and  draw  your  Swords  itW. 
edge  of  the  Evening  :  Ciafna  little,  clalh,  claili. 

Corp.  Fuh  I 
Let  us  alone  to  make  our  Blades  ring  Noon* 
Though  it  be  after  Supper. 

Pye.  I  know  you  can  ; 
And  out  of  that  falfeFire,  I  doubt  not  but  to  raife  Itrange 
belief— -and, Captain,  to  countenance  myDevice  the  bet- 
ter, and  grace  my  Words  to  the  Widow,  I  have  a  good 
plain  Sattin  Suit,  that  I  had  of  a  young  Reveller  t'other 
Night,  for  words  pafs  not  regarded  now-a-days,  unlefs 
they  come  from  a  good  Suit  of  Cloaths,which  the  Fates 
and  my  Wits  had  beftoved  upon  me.   Well,  Captain 
Me 9  if  I  did  not  highly  love  thee,  I  would  ne'er  be 
feen  within  twelve  fcore  of  a  Prifon,  for  I  proteft  at  this 
inftant,  I  walk  in  great  danger  of  fmall  Debts.    I  owe* 
Money  to  feveral  Hofteffes,  and  you  know  fuch  Jilts 
will  quickly  be  upon  a  Man's  Jack. 
Capt.  True,  George. 

Pye.  Fare  thee  well,  Captain.  Come  Corporal  and 
Ancient,  thou  fhalt  hear  more  News  next  time  we  greet 
thee. 

Corp.  More- News  ?  Ay  by  yon  Bear  at  Bridge-Foot, 
rn  Heav'n  fhalt  thou.  [Exeunt. 

Capt.  Enough  >  my  Friends,  farewell, 
This  Prifon  lhews  as  if  Ghofts  did  part  in  Hell. 


ACT  ir. 

Enter  Moll,  youngefl  Daughter  to  the  Widow  >  alone. 

Mj/Z.TW' TOt  marry  r  forfwear  Marriage  ?  why  all  Wo- 
JL^j  men  know'tisas  honourable  a  thing  as  to  lie 
with  a.vlan ;  and  I,  to  fpight  my  Siller's  Vow  phe  more,. 

have 
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have  entertain'd  a  Suiter  already,a  fine  Gallant  Knight 
ef  the  lalt  Feather,  he  fays  he  will  Coach  me  too,  and 
well  appoint  me,  allow  me  Mony  to  Dice  withal,  and. 
many  fuch  plcafmg  Protections  he  flicks  upon  my  Lips. 
Indeed  his  fhort- winded  Father  i'th'  Country  is  won- 
drous wealthy,  a  moil:  abominable  Farmer,  and  there- 
fore he  may  dote  in  time  y  troth  I'll  venture  upon  him  ; 
Women  are  not  without  ways  enough  to  help  themfelves*. 
If  he  prove  wife  and  good  as  his  word,  why  I  mail  love , 
him, and  ufehim  kindly  ;  and  if  he  prove  an  Afs,why  in 
a  quarter  of  an  Hour's  warning  I  can  transform  him  into 

an  Oxe  ;  tkere  comes  in  my  Relief  again. 

Enter  Frailty. 

Frail  O  Miilrefs  Moll,  Miftrefs  Moll. 

Moll.  How  now  ?  what's  the  News  ? 

Trail.  The  Knight  your  Suiter,  Sir  John  Penny-Dub, 

Moll.  Sir  John  Penny-Dub?  where  ?  where  ? 

Frail.  He's  walking  in  the  Gallery. 

Moll.  Has  my  Mother  feen  him  yet  ? 

Frail.  O  no,  (he's  fpitting  in  the  Kitchin. 

Moll.  Direci  him  hither  foftly,  good  Frailty. 
Til  meet  him  half  way. 

Frail.  That's  juft  like  running,  a  Tilt;  but  I  hope 
he'll  break  nothing  this  time. 

Ent£r  Sir  John  Penny-Dub. 

Moll.  'Tis  Happinefs  my  Mother  faw.  him  not. 
O  welcome,  good  Sir  John. 

Dub.  I  thank  you  faith— Nay,  you  muft  {land  me 
'till  I  kifs  you  ;  'Tis  the  Falhion  every  where  i'faith, 
and  I  came  from  Court  e'now. 

Moll.  Nay,  the  Fates  forefend  that  I  mould  anger 
the  Fafhion. 

Dub.  Then  not  forgetting  the  fweet  of  new  Cere- 
monies I  firil  fall  back,  then  recovering  my  felf,  make, 
my  Honour  to  your  Lips  thus ;  and  then  accofl  it. 

Moll.  Truit  me,  very  pretty  and  moving,  you're 
worthy  onrt,  Sir. 

O  my  Mother,  my  Mother,  now  (he's  here. 

Kijjtng*    Enter  Wtfyw  and  Sir  Godfrey. 
We'll  ileal  into  the  Gallery.  [Exeunt., 
Sir.God.  Nay,  Shier,  letReafon  rule  you,  do  not  place 

the 
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the  Fool,  ftand  not  in  your  own  Light,you  have  wealthy 
Offers,  largeTendrings,do  not  withitand  your  good  For- 
tune ;  who  comes  a  wooing  to  you  I  pray?  no  fmall  Fool, 
a  rich  Knight  o'th'  City,  Sir  Oliver  Muck-hill,  no  fmall 
Fool, I  can  tell  you;  and  furthermore,  as  I  heard  late  by 
yourMaid-fervants,as  your  Maid-fervants  will  fay  tome 
any  thing,  I  thank'em,both  yourDaughters  are  not  with- 
out Suiters,  ay, and  worthy  ones  too  -}  one  a  briskCourtier, 
Sir  AndrewTipftaffe9  Suiter  afar  off  to  your  eldeft  Daugh- 
ter, and  the  third  a  huge  wealthy  Farmer's  Son,  a  fine 
young  Country  Knight,  they  call  him  Sir  John  Penny - 
Duby  a  good  Name  marry, he  may  have  it  coin'd  when 
he  lacks  Mony  ;  what  Bieffmgs  are  thefe,  Siller  ? 
Wid.  Tempt  me  not,  Satan. 

Sir  God.  Satan  ?  do  I  look  like  Satan  ?  I  hope  the 
Devil's  not  fo  old  as  I,  I  trow. 

Wid.  You  wound  my  Senfes,  Brother,  when  you 

name  a  Suiter  to  me  oh  1  cannot  abide  it. 

I  take  in  Foifon  when  I  hear  one  nam'd. 

Enter  Simon. 
How  now, Simon  f  where's  my  Son  Edmonds 

Sim.  Verily,  Madam,  he  is  at  vainExercife,  dip- 
ping in  the  Tennis-Court. 

Wid.  At  Tennis-Court  ?  oh,  now  his  Father's  gone, 
I  fhall  have  no  rule  with  him ;  oh  wicked  Edmond,  I 
might  well  compare  thee  with  theProphefy  in  theChro- 
nicle,  though  far  inferior,  as  Harry  of  Monmouth  won 
all,  and  Harry  of  Wind/or  loft  all ;  fo  Edmond  of  Briftow 
that  was  the  Father,  got  all,  and  Edmond  of  London, 
that's  his  Son  now,  will  fpendalL 

SirGcd.  Peace,  Sifter,  we'll  have  him  reformed, 
there's  hope  on  him  yet,  though  it  be  but  a  little. 
Enter  Frailty. 

Frail.  Forfooth,  Madam ;  there  are  two  or  three  Arch- 
ers at  Door  would  very  gladly  fpeak  with  yourLadyfhip, 

Wid.  Archers  ? 

Sir  God.  Your  Husband's  Fletcher,  I  warrant. 
Wid.  Oh, 

Let  them  come  near,  they  bring  home  things  of  his, 
Troth  I  mould  ha'  forgot  'em.    How  now  ? 
Villain,  which  be  thole  Archers  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  the  Suiters,  Sir  Andrew  Tipftaffe,  Sir  Oliver 
Muck-hill,  ami  Penny-Dub. 

Frail.  Why,  do  you  not  fee 'em  before  you  ?  are  not 
thefe  Archers,  what  do  you  call  'em  Shooters  ?  Shoot- 
ers and  Archers  are  all  one,  I  hope. 

Wid.  Out  ignorant  Slave  ! 

Muck.  Nay,  pray  be  patient  Lady, 
We  come  in  w  ay  of  honourable  Love. 

Tipft.  Dub.  We  do. 

Muck.  To  you, 

Tipfl.  Dub.  And  to  your  Daughters. 

Wid.  O  why  will  you  offer  me  this, Gentlemen?  indeed 
1  will  not  look  upon  you  ;  when  theTears  are  fcarce  out 
of  mine  Eyes,  not  yet  walht  off  from  my  Cheeks, and  my 
dear  Husband's  Body  fcarce  fo  cold  as  the  Coffin,  what 
reafon  have  you  to  offer  it  r  I  am  not  like  fome  of  your 
Widows  that  will  bury  one  in  the  Evening,  and  be  fureto 
another  ereMorning;  pray  away,pray  take  yourAnfwers, 
good  Knights,  and  you  be  fweet  Knights,  I  have  vovv'u 
never  to  marry,- — and  fo  have  my  Daughters  too  ! 
Dub.  Ay  .two  of  you  have,but  the  third's  a  good  Wench! 

Muck.  Lady,  a  flirewd  Anfwer  marry  ;  the  belt  is 
'tis  but  the  fint,  and  he's  a  blunt  Wooer,  that  will  leave 
for  one  fharp  Anfwer. 

Tipfi.  Where  be  your  Daughters,  Lady,  I  hope  they'll 
give  us  better  Encouragement. 

Wid.  Indeed  they'll  anfwer  you  fo,  take't  o'  my  word 
they'll  give  you  the  very  fame  Aniwer/r*/-itf///w,truly  la. 

Dub.  Mum  :  Moll's  a  good  Wench  dill,  I  know 
what  lhe'll  do. 

A/aci.Well  Lady,  for  this  time  we'll  take  our  leaves, 
hoping  for  better  comfort. 

Wid.  O  never,  never;  and  I  live  thefe  thoufand 
Years  ;  and  you  be  good  Knights,  do  not  hope  ;  'twill 

be  all  Vain,  Vain,  look  you,  put  off  all  your  Suit>, 

and  you  come  to  me  again. 

Frail.  Put  off  all  their  Suits,  quotha  ?  ay,  that's  the 
belt  wooing  of  a  Widow  indeed,  when  a  Man's  Non- 
fuiced,  that  is,  when  he's  a-bed  with  her. 

[Going  out  Muckhill  and  Sir  Godfrey. 

Muck.  Sir  Godfrey,  here's  twenty  Angels  more,  work 
hard  for  me  ;  there's  life  in't  yet.       [Exit  Muckhill. 
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Sir  God.  Fear  not  Sir  Oliver  Muckbill,  HI  Hick 
•  clofe  for  you,  leave  all  with  me. 

Enter  George  Pye-boord  the  Scholar. 

Pye.  By  your  leave,  Lady  Widow. 

Wid.  What  another  Suiter  now  ? 

Pye.  A  Suiter,  no ;  I  proteft,  Lady,  if  you'd  give 
me  your  felf,  I'd  not  be  troubled  with  you. 

Wid.  Say  youfo,  then  you're  the  better  welcome.  Sir. 

Pye.  Nay,  Heav'n  blefs  me  from  a  Widow,  unlefs 
I  were  fure  to  bury  her  fpeedily  ? 

Wid.  Good  bluntnefs ;  well,  your  Bufinefs,  Sir  ? 

Pye.  Very  needful,  if  you  were  in  private  once. 

Wid.  Needful  Brother,  pray  leave  us ;  and  you,  Sir. 

Frail.  I  mould  laugh  now,  if  this  blunt  Fellow  mould 
put  "em  all  befide  the  Stirrup,  and  vault  into  the  Saddle 
himfelf,  I  have  feen  as  mad  a  Trick.      [Exit  Frailty. 

Enter  Daughters.  [forbear. 

Wid.  Now,  Sir?  here's  none  but  we— Daughters 

Pye.  O  no,  pray  let  1em  ftay,  for  what  I  have  to 
fpeak  importeth  equally  to  them  as  you. 

Wid.  Then  you  may  ftay. 

Pye.  I  pray  beftow  on  me  a  ferious  Ear, 
For  what  I  fpeak  is  full  of  weight  and  fear. 

Wid.  Fear! 

Pye.  Ay,  iPt  pafs  unregarded,  and  uneffe&ed, 

Elfe  peace  and  joy  ;  1  pray  Attention. 

Widow,  I  have  been  a  mecr  Stranger  for  thefe  Parts  that 
you  live  in,  nor  did  I  ever  know  the  Husband  of  you, 
and  Father  of  them,  but  I  truly  know  by  certain  fpi- 
ritual  Intelligence,  that  he  is  in  Purgatory. 

Wid.  Purgatory  !  tuh  ;  that  word  deferves  to  be  fpit 
upon  ;  I  wonder  that  a  Man  of  fober  Tongue,  as  you 
feem  to  be,  Ihould  have  the  Folly  to  believe  there's 
fuch  a  place. 

Pye.  Well,  Lady,  in  cold  Blood  I  fpeak  it,  I  aflure  you 
that  there  is  a  Purgatory,  in  which  place  I  know  your 
Husband  to  refide,  and  wherein  he  is  like  to  remain, 
'till  the  Diffolution  of  the  World/till  the  laft  general  Bon- 
fire ;  when  all  the  Earth  lhall  melt  into  nothing,  and  the 
Seas  fcald  their  finny  Labourers ;  fo  long  is  his  abidance, 

unlefs 
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unlefs  you  alter  the  property  of  your  purpofe,  together 
with  each  of  your  Daughters  theirs,  that  is,  the  purpofe, 
of  fingle  Life  in  your  felf  and  your  elded  Daughter,  and 
the  fpeedy  determination  of  Marriage  in  your  youngeft. 

Moll.  How  knows  he  that  ?  what,  has  fome  Devil 
told  him  ? 

Wid.  Strange,  he  mould  know  our  Thoughts  :■  ■  ■ 
Why  but  Daughter,  have  you  purpos'd  fpeedy  Marriage? 

Pye.  You  fee  me  tells  you  ay,  me  fays  nothing. 
Nay,  give  me  credit  as  youpleafe,  lam  a  Stranger  to 
you,  and  yet  you  fee  I  know  your  Determinations, 
which  muft  come  to  me  metaphyfically,  and  by  a  fuper- 
natural  Intelligence. 

Wid.  This  puts  Amazement  on  me. 

Fran.  Know  our  Secrets  ? 

Moll.  I'd  thought  to  fteal  a  Marriage,  would  his 
Tongue  had  dropt  out  when  he  blab'd  it. 

Wid.  But,  Sir,  my  Husband  was  too  honefl:  a  dealing 
Man,  to  be  now  in  any  Purgatories  

Pye.  O  do  not  load  your  Confcience  with  untruths, 
'Tis  but  meer  folly  now  to  gild  'em  o'er  ; 
That  has  paft  but  for  Copper ;  Praifes  here, 
Cannot  unbind  him  there  :  confefs  but  truth, 
I  know  he  got  his  Wealth  with  a  hard  gripe, 

0  hardly,  hardly.  [that? 
Wid.  This  is  the  moil  ftrange  of  all,  how  knows  he 
Pye .  He  would  eat  Fools  and  ignorant  Heirs  clean  up  ; 

And  had  his  Drink  from  many  a  poor  Man's  brow, 
Even  as  their  labour  brewM  it. 
He  would  fcrape  Riches  to  him  moil  unjuftly  ; 
The  very  Dirt  between  his  Nails  was  ill  got, 
Arid  not  his  own,  oh 

1  groan  to  fpeak  ori't,  the  thought  makes  me  Ihudder  !— 
Shudder ! 

Wid.  It  quakes  me  too,  now  I  think  on't  Sir,  I 

am  much  griev'd,  that  you  a  Stranger,  mould  fo  deeply 
wrong  my  dead  Husband  ! 

Pye.  Oh  ! 

Wid.  A  Man  that  would  keep  Church  fo  duly  ;  rife 
early  before  his  Servants,  and  e'en  for  Religious  hafte,  go 
ungarter'd  unbottoa'd,  nay  Sir  Reverence  untruft,  to 
Morning  Prayer  ?  Pye. 
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Pye.  Oh  uff. 

frtd.  Dine  quickly  upon  High-days,  and  when  I  had 
great  Guefts,  would  e'eti  ihame  me,  and  rife  from  the 
Table,  to  get  a  good  Scat  at  an  Afternoon's  Sermon. 

Pye.  There's  the  Devil,  there's  the  Devil,  true,  he 
thought  it  Sanctity  enough  ;  if  he  had  kill'd  aMan,.fo't 
had  been  done  in  a  Pew,  or  undone  his  Neighbour,  fo't 
*ad  been  near  enough  to  the  Preacher.  Oh — a  Sermon's  a 
fine  fhort  Cloak  of  an  Hour  long,  and  will  hide  the  up- 
per part  of  a  Diflembler.  Church,  ay,  he  feem'd  all 

Church,  and  his  Confcience  was  as  hard  as  the  Pulpit, 
Wid.  I  can  no  more  endure  this. 
Pye.  Nor  I,  Widow,  endure  to  flatter. 
Wid.  Is  this  all  your  Bufinefs  with  me  ? 
Pye.  No,  Lady,  'tis  but  the  indi&ion  to 't, 
You  may  believe  my  ftrains,  I  ftrike  all  true. 
And  if  your  Confcience  would  leap  up  to  your  Tongue, 
your  felf  would  affirm  it,  and  that  you  mall  perceive  I 
know  of  things  to  come,  as  well  as  I  do  of  what  is  pre- 
fent,  a  Brother  of  your  Husband's  fhall  fhortly  have  a  lofs. 

Wid.  A  lofs  ?  marry  Heaven  forefend  Sir  Godfrey^ 
my  Brother  ! 

Pye.  Nay,  keep  in  your  wonders,  'till  I  have  told 
you  the  Fortunes  of  you  all,  which  are  more  fearful,  if 

not  happily  prevented,  for  your  part  and  your 

Daughters,  if  there  be  not  once  this  Day  fome  Blood- 
lhed  before  your  Door,  whereof  the  humane  Creamy 
dies,  of  you  two  the  eldett  fhall  run  Mad 
Wid.  and  Fran.  Oh  ! 
Moll.  That's  not  I  yet. 

Pye,  And  with  moft  impudent  ProfHtution,  (how 
your  naked  Bodies  to  the  view  of  all  beholders. 

Wid.  Our  naked  Bodies  ?  lie  for  mame. 

Pye.  Attend  me, 
And  your  younger  Daughter  be  ftrucken  dumb. 

Moll.  Dumb  !  out,  alas  ;  'tis  the  worft  pain  of  all 
fc*  a  Woman.  VA  rather  be  mad  ;  or  run  Naked,  or 
any  thing.  Dumb ! 

Pye.  Give  ear :  E'er  the  Evening  fall  upon  Hill, 
Bog,  and  Meadow,  this  my  Speech  mail  have  pall  Pro- 
bation, and  then  mall  I  be  believed  accordingly. 

mi. 
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Wid.  If  this  be  true,  we  are  all  fliaram'd,  all  undone. 

Mell.  Dumb? Til  fpeakas  much  as  I  can  poflible  be* 
fore  Evening. 

Pye.  But  if  it  focome  to  pals  (as  for  your  fair  fakes  I 
Willi  it  may )  that  this  prefage  of  your  ftrange  Fortunes  be 
prevented  by  that  accident  of  Death  and  Blood Ihed d in g, 
which  I  before  told  you  of*  take  heed  upon  your  Lives, 
that  two  of  you  which  have  vow'd  never  to  mar  y,  feek 
out  Husbands  witrrall  prelent  fpeed $  and  you  the  thud, 
that  have  fuch  a  deiire  to  out-ftrip  Cbaftity,  iook  you, 
middle  not  with  a  Husband. 

Moll.  A  double  Torment. 

Pye.  The  breach  of  this  keeps  your  Father  in  Purga- 
tory, and  the  punifhments  that  fhall  follow  you  in  this 
World,  would  with  horror  kill  the  Ear  fhouid  hear  'era, 
related. 

Widi  Marry!  Why  I  vow'd  never  to  marry. 
Fran.  And  Co  did  I. 

MolL  And  I  vow'd  never  to  be  fuch  an  Afs,  but  to 
marry.    What  a  crofs  Fortune's  this  ? 

Tye.  Ladies,  though  I  be  a  Fortune-teller,  I  cannot 
tetter  Fortunes;  you  have 'em  from  me  as  they  are  re- 
vealed to  me;  I  would  they  were  to  your  Tempers,  and 
Felows  wuh  your  Bloods  $  that's  all  the  bitternefs  I 
would  you. 

Wid.  O  !  'tis  a  juft  vengeance,  for  my  Husband's 
hard  Purchafcs. 

Pye.  I  wrfti  you  to  bethink  your  felvcs,  and  leave  'em. 

Wid.  FlLto  Sir  Gtdfrty,  my  Brother,  and  acquaint  him 
withtheff  fearful  prefaces. 

Fra?;.  For,  Mother,  they  portend  lodes  to  him. 

Wid.  O  ay,  they  do,  they  do; 
If  any  happy  liluc  crown  thy  words, 
I  will  rewaijd  thy  cunning.       [£*?//rf  Wid.  Fran, 

Pye.  'Tis  cno  jgh,  Lidy,  I  with  no  higher. 

Mcll.  Dumb?  and  not  marry  ?  worfe, 
Neither  to  fp --ale  nor  k  fs,  a  double  curfe.  lExit. 

Pye.  So,  all  this  comes  we'.l  about  yet,  I  play  the  For- 
tune-teller, as  well  as  if  I  hid  had  a  Witch  to  my  Gran- 
nam  :  for  by  good  hjppinefs,  being  in  my  HofteiVs  Gar- 
den, which  neighbours  the  Orchard  of  the  Wid-:  w,  I  lad 
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the  hole  of  mine  Ear  to  a  hole  in  the  Wall,  and  heard  'em 
make  thefe  Vows,  and  fpeak  thofe  words,  upon  which  I 
wrought  thefe  Advantages ;  and-to  encourage  myForgery 
the  more,  I  may  now  perceive  in  'em  a  natural  fimplicity 
which  will  eafily  fwailow  an  abufe,  if  any  covering  be 
over  it:  and  ro  confirm  my  former  prefage  to  the  Wi- 
rlow,  I  have  advis'd  old  Peter  Skirmljh  the  Soldier,  to 
hurt  Corporal  Oath  upon  the  Leg,  and  in  that  hurry  I'll 
rufli  amongft  'em,  and  inftead  of  giving  the  Corporal 
lome  Cordial  to  comfort  him,  I'll  pour  into  his  Mouth  a 
Potion  of  afleepy  nature,  and  make  him  feem  as  dead  i 
for  which  the  old  Soldier  being  apprehended,  and  ready 
to  be  bom  to  Execution,  Til  ftepin  and  take  upon  me 
fhe  Cure  of  the  dead  Man,  upon  pain  of  dying  the  con- 
demned's  Death  ;  the  Corporal  will  wake  at  his  Minute, 
when  the  fleepy  force  hath  wrought  itfelf,  and  fo  fhall  I 
get  my  felf  into  a  moftadmir'd  Opinion,  and  under  the 
pretext  of  that  cunning,  beguile  as  I  fee  occaiion  :  and  if 
that  ho\\(h  Nicholas  St.  Antiings  keep  true  time  with  the 
Chain,  my  Plot  will  be  found,  the  Captain  deliver'd, 
and  my  Wits  applauded  amongft  Scholars  and  Soldiers 
for  ever.  [Exit  Pye-boord. 

Writer  Nicholas  St.  Antiings,  roiih  the  Chain. 
Nich.  O,  I  have  found  an  excellent  advantage  to  take 
away  the  Chain,  my  Matter  put  it  off  e'en  now,  to  lay 
on  a  new  Doubler,  and  I  fneakt  it  away  by  little  and  little, 
rnoft  Puritanically!  we  {hall  have  good  fport  anon  when 
he  has  mifs'd  it,  about  my  Coulin  the  Conjurer;  the 
World  fhall  fee  I'm  an  honeft  Man  of  my  word,  for  now 
I'm  going  to  hang  it  between  Heav'n  and  Earth  among 
the  Rofemary-branches.  [Exit  Nich. 


ACT  111. 

Enter  Simon  St.  Mary  Overies,  and  Frailty. 
Frail. Irrah,  Simon  St.  Mary-Overies  my  Miftrefs  fends 

v3  away  all  her  Suirers,-and  puts  Fleas  in  their  Ears. 
Sim.  Frailty,  (he  does  hke  an  honeft,  chafte,  and  virtu- 
ous  Woman  j.-for  Widows  ought  not  to  wallow  in  the 
puddle  of  .Iniquity. 

Trail. 
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Trail  Yet, Simon,  many  Widows  will  do't,  whatfoe'er 
cemes  on't. 

Sim.  True,Frai/fy,  their  filthy  Fleflidefites  a  Conjunc- 
tion Copulative  j  what  Strangers  are  within,  Frailty* 

Frail.  There's  none,  S'/^^ibutMafterP/t/^theTayior: 
he's  above  with  Sir  Godfrey,  prainng  of  a  Doublet:  and  I 
rnuft  trudge  anon  to  fetch  Matter  Suds  the  Barber. 

Sim.  Matter  Suds  is  a  good  Man,  he  wa  flies  the  Sins  of 
the  Beard  clean. 

Enter  old  Skirmifh  the  Soldier. 

Shir.  How  now,  Creatures?  what's  o'-clock? 

Frail.  Why,  do  you  take  us  to  be at  the  Clock- 

Skir.  I  fay  again  to  you,  what's  o'-clock  ?.   [Houfe  ? 

Sim.  Truly  la,  we  go  by  the  Clock  of  our  Confcience, 
all  worldly  Ciocks  we  know  go  falfe,  and  are  jet  by- 
drunken  Sextons. 

Skir.  Then  what's  o'-clock  in  your  Confcience  ?—0, 
I  muft  break  off,  herecomes  the  Corporal — hum,  hum  ; 
■  what's  o'-clock  ? 

Enter  Corporal. 

Corp.  O'-cloek?  why  paft  feventeen. 

Frail.  Patt  feventeen  ?  nay,  h'as  met  with  his  match 
now,  Corporal  Oath  will  fit  him. 

Skir.  Thou  doft  nor  bawk  nor  baffle  me,  doft  thou  ?  I 
am  a  Soldier— -paft  feventeen? 

Corp.  Ay, thou  art  not  angry  with  the  Figures,art  thou  ? 
I  will  prove  it  unto  thee,  n  andi  is  thirteen,  I  hope  z 
:  jrteen,  3  fifteen,  4  fixteen  and  $■  feventeen  j  then  patt 
feventeen,  I  will  take  the  Dial's  part  in  a  juft  Caufe. 

Skir.  I  fay  'tis  but  paft  five  then. 

Corp.  FH  fwear  'tis  paft  feventeen  then:  doft  thou  not: 
know  numbers?  canft  thou  not  caft  ? 

Skir.  Caft  ?  doft  thou  fpeak  of  my  cafting  i'ch'  ftreet  ? 

[Draw. 

■  Corp.  Ay,  and  in  the  Market-place. 

Sim.  Clubs,  Clubs,  Clubs.  [Simon  runs  in. 

Frail.  Ay,  I  knew  by  their  fhurfling  Clubs  would  he 
Tftump:  Maf,  here's  the  Knave,  and  hecandoany  good 
upon  'em  :  Clubs,  Clubs,  Clubs. 

Fnier  Pye-boord. 
C*pt.  O  Villain,  thou  haft  oper.'d  a  Vein  in  mvLes;. 
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Fye.  How  now  ?  for  fhame,  for  fhame,  put  up,  put  up^ 
Capt.  By  yon  blue  Welkin,  'twas  out  of  my  parr, 
{**orge,  to  be  hurt  on  the  Leg. 

Enter  Officers. 
Tye.  Oh,  peace  now — I  have  a  Cordial  here  to  com- 
fort thee. 

offi.  Down  with  'em,  down  with  'em,  lay  Hands 
upon  the  Villain. 

Skir  Lay  Hands  on  me  ? 

Tye.  I'll  not  be  feen  among  'em  now. 

Capt.  I'm  hurt,  and  had  more  need  have  Surgeons 
Lay  Hands  upon  me,  than  rough  Officers. 

Offi  Go  carry  him  to  bedrefs'd  then: 
This  mutinous  Soldier  (hall  along  with  me  toPrifon. 

Stir.  To  Prifon  ?  where's  George  ? 

Offi.  Away  with  him.  "    [Exeunt  with  Ski* 

Pye.  So, 

All  lights  as  I  would  wifh,  the  amaz'd  Widow 
Will  plant  me  ftrongly  now  in  her  belief, 
And  wonder  at  the  Virtue  of  my  words : 
For  the  event  turns  thefe  presages  from  'em, 
Of  being  mad  and  dumb,  and  begets  joy 
Mingled  with  admiration:  thefe  empty  Creatures, 
Soldier  and  Corporal,  were  but  ordain'd 
Aslnftruments  for  me  to  work  upon. 
Now  to  my  Patient,  here's  his  Potion. [E#;7Pye-boord. 
Enter  the  Widow  with  her  two  Daughters. 

Wid.  O  wondrous  Happinefs,  beyond  our  Thoughts! 
O  lucky  fair  Event!  I  think  ojir  Fortunes 
Were  bleft  e'en  in  our  Cradles :  we  are  quitted 
Of  all  thofe  fhameful  violent  prefages 
By  this  rafh  bleeding  chance :  go,  Frailty,  run,  and  know 
Whether  he  be  yet  living,  or  yet  dead, 
That  here  before  my  Door  receiv'd  his  hurt. 

Frail.  Madam  he  was  carried  to  the  Superior,  but 
*f  he  had  no  Money  when  he  came  there,  I  warrant 
he's  dead  by  this  time.  [Exit  Frailty. 

Fran.  Sure  that  Man  is  a  rare  Fortune-teller,  never 
jookt  upon  our  Hands,  nor  upon  amy  Mark  about  us,  a 
wondrous  Fellow  rarely, 

Moll. 


Widow  of  Watling-ftreet.  19 

Moll  A  am  glad  I  have  the  Ufe  of  my  Tongue  yet,tho'<3f 
nothing  elfe. I fha-1  find  the  way  to  marry  too,I  hope  (hortly. 

Wid.  O  where's  my  Brother  Sir  Godfrey  I  1  would  he 
were  here,  than  I  might  relate  to  him  how  prophetically 
the  cunning  Gentleman  Ipoke  in  all  things. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey  in  a  rage. 

Sir  God.  O  my  Chain,  my  Chain,  I  have  loft  my  Chairi9 
where  be  thefe  Villains,  Varlets? 

Wid.  Oh,  he'as  loft  his  Chain. 

Sir  God.  My  Chain,  my  Chain. 

Wid.  Brother,  be  patient,  hear  me  fpeak,  you  know  I 
told  you  that  a  Cunning- man  told  me,  that  you  fliould 
have  a  Loft,  and  he  has  prophefied  fo  true. 

Sir  God.  Out,  he's  a  Villain  to  propkefie  of  the  lofs  of  m  y 
Chain, 'twas  worth  above  rhree  hundred  Crowns,  belides 
'twas  my  Father's,  my  Father's  Father's,  my  Grsn.i fathers 
huge  Grandfather's ;  I  had  as  lief  ha'  loft  my  Neck,  as  the 
Chain  that  hung  about  it.    O  my  Chain,  my  Chain. 

Wid.  Oh,  Brother,  who  can  be  againft  a  Misfortune I 
\\%  happy  'twas  no  more.^ 

Sir  God.  No  more !  O  goodly  godly  Sifter,  would  you 
had  me  loft  more?  my  beft  Gown  too,  with  the  Cloth 
of  Gold-Lace  ?  my  Holiday -G-afcoins,  and  my  Jerkin 
fet  with  Pearl?  no  more  ! 

Wid.  Oh,  Brother,  you  can  read— — 

Sir  God.  But  I  cannot  read  where  my  Chain  is :  What 
Strangers  have  been  here?  you  let  in  Strangers,  Thieves,- 
and  Catch-poles:  how  comes  it  gone?  there  was  none 
above  with  me  but  my  Taylor,  and  my  Taylor  will 
not  fteal  I  hope  ? 

Moll,  NoA  he's  afraid  of  a  Chain. 

Enter  Frailty. 

Wid.  How  now,  Sirrah?  the  News? 

Frail.  O,  Miftrels,  he  may  well  be  called  a  Corporal 
now,  for  his  Corps  are  as  dead  as  a  cold  Cspon's  ? 

Wid.  More  happinefs. 

Sir  God.  Sirrah,  what's  this  to  my  [Chain  ?  where' s- 
my  Chain,  Knave  ? 

Frail.  Your  Chain,  Sir  ? 

Sir  God,  My  Chain  is  loft,  Villain. 
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Trail.  I  would  he  were  hang'd  inChains  that  has  it  then 
fo  r  me  :  Alas,  Sir,  I  faw  none  of  your  Chain  fince  you 
were  hung  with  it  your  felf. 

Sir  God.  OatVarltt  jit  had  full  three  thoufand  Links,  I 
have  oft  told  it  over  at  my  Prayers: 
Over  and  over,  full  three  thoufand  Links. 

Frail  Had  it  fo,  Sir;  fare  it  cannot  be  loft  then  >  1'U 
put  you  irt  that  comfort. 

Sir  God,  Why?  why  ? 

Trail.  Why,  if  your  Chain  had  fo  many  Links,  it 
cannot  chufe  but  come  to  light. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

Sir  God.  Delufion.  Now,  long  Nicholas,  where  is 
my  Chain? 

Nich.  Why  about  your  Neck,  is't  not,  Sir? 

Sir  God.  About  my  Neck,  Varlet?  my  Chain  is  loft, 
aTis  ftoll'n  away,  I'm  robb'd. 

Wld.  Naj,  Brother,  fhow  your  felf  a  Man. 

Hich.  Irit  be  loftor  ftole,  ifhe  would  be  patient,  Mif- 
trefs,  I  could  bring  him  to  a  cunning  Kinfman  ofmine 
that  would  fetch  it  again  with  a  Sefarara. 

Sir  God.  Canil  thou?  I  will  be  patient,  fay  where 
dwells  he  ? 

Nich.  Marry,  he  dwells  now,Sir, where  he  would  not 
dwell  and  he  could  chufe,  in  the  MarJImlfia,  Sir ;  but  he's 
an  excellent  Fellow  if  he  were  out:  has  travelled  all  the 
World  o'er,  he,  and  been  in  the  feven  and  twenty  Pro- 
vinces: why  he  would  make  it  be  fetcht,  Sir,  if  it  were 
jid  athouland  Mile  out  of  Town. 

Sir  God.  An  admirable  Fellow,  what  lies  he  for? 

Nich.  Why,  he  did  but  rob  a  Steward  of  ten  Groats 
t'other  Night,  as  any  Man  would  ha'  done,  and  there 
he  lies  for'r. 

Sir  God.  Til  make  his  peace. 
A  trifle,  I'll  get  his  pardon, 
Befides  a  bountiful  Reward,  I'll  about  it, 
But  fee  the  Clerks,  the  Juftice  will  do  much  > 
I  will  about  it  ftrait,  good  Sifter  pardon  me, 
All  will  be  well  I  hope,  and  turn  to  good, 
The  Name  of  Conjurer  has  laid  my  Blood.  [Exeunt. 

TMer 
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B;ttr  Puttock  and  Ravenfhaw,  two  Serjeant$,with  Y?$~ 
man  Dogfon,  to  arreft  George  Pye-boord. 

Put.  HisHofrefs  where  he  lies  will  trull  him  no  lon- 
ger, (he  hath  feed  rne  to  arreft  him  ;  if  you  will  accom- 
pany me,  becauie  I  know  not  of  what  Nature  thtf 
Scholar  is,  whether  deiperate  or  fwift,  you  fhall  fhare 
with  me,  Serjeant  Raven/haw,  1  have  the  good  Angel 
to  arreft  him. 

Rav,  Troth  V\\  take  part  with  thee  then,  Serjeant,  not 
for  the  fake  of  the  Money  fo  much,  as  the  hate  I  bear 
to  a  Scho'ar.  Why,  Serjeant,  'tis  natural  in  us  you  know' 
to  hate  Scholars;  natural  befides,  they  will  publifh  our 
Imperfections,  Knaveries,  and  Conveyances  upon  Scaf- 
folds and  Stages. 

Put.  Ay,  and  fpightfully  r.00 ;  troth  I  have  wondrsci 
how  the  Slaves  could  fee  into  our  Breafts  fo  muchy 
when  our  Doublets  are  buttem'd  with  Pewter. 

Rav.  Ay,  andfo  clofe  without  yielding  •  Oh,  they're 
parlous  Fellows,  they  will  fearch  more  with  their  Wits 
than  a  Conftable  with  his  Officers. 

Put.  Whift,  whift,  whift,  Yeoman  Dogfon,  Yeoman 
Dogfon. 

Dog.  Ha!  what  fay* Serjeant? 

Put.  Is  he  in  the  Pothecaries  Shop  ftill? 

Dog.  Ay,  ay,  » 

Put.  Have  an  Eye,  have  an  Eye. 

Rav.  The  beft  is,  Serjeant,  if  he  be  a  true  Scholar* 
he  wears  no  Weapon  I  think. 

Put.  No,  no,  he  wears  no  Weapon. 

Rav.  Mafs,  I  am  right  glad  of  that >  'thas  put  me  in 
better  Heart,*  nay,  if  I  clutch  him  once,  let  me  alone  to 
drag  him  if  he  be  ftifT-rtecked  I  have  been  one  of  the 
fix  my  felf,  that  has  dragg'd  as  tall  Men  of  their  Hands,' 
when  their  V/eapons  have  been  gone,  as  ever  baftinado'd 
a  Serjeant — —I  have  done,  I  can  tell  you. 

Dog.  Serjeant  Puttock,  Serjeant  Pnttvck. 

Put.  Hoh. 

Dog.  He's  corning  out  fingle. 

Put.  Peace,  peace,  be  not  too  greedy,  let  him  play  a 
little,  let  him'p!*ya  little,  we'll jirkhim  upof  afudden, 
I  ha'  fitted  in  my  time. 
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Rav.  Ay,  and  caught  many  a  Fool,  Serjeant. 

Enter  Pye-boord. 
Tye.  I  parted  now  from  Nicholas. i  the  Chain's  coutMt, 
'And  the  old  Knight  has  fpent  his  Rage  upon'c, 
The  Widow  holds  me  in  great  admiration 
For  cunning  Art :  'mongft  Joys,  I'm  e'en  loft, 
For  my  Device  can  no  way  now  be  croft. 
And  now  I  muft  to  Prifon  to  the  Captain,  and  there- 
in. I  arreft  you,  Sir. 

Tye.  Oh  1  fpoke  truer  than  I  was  awa?e,  I  muft 

to  Prifon  indeed. 

Tut.  They  fay  you're  a  Scholar,  nay  Sir  Yeomaa 

Dogfon  have  care  to  his  Arm  a— you  il  rail  againft  Scr* 
jeants,  and  ftage  'em,  you  tfckle  their  Vices. 

Tye.  Nay,  irfe  me  like  a  Gentleman,  I'm  little  Iefs. 

Tut.  You  a  Gentleman  ?  that's  a  good  Jeft  i'faith;  can  a 

Scholar  be  a  Gentleman  when  a  Gentleman  will  not 

be  a  Scholar?  locric  upon  your  wealchy  Citizens  Sons, 

whether  they  be  Scholars  or  no,  that  are  Gentlemen  by 
their  Father's  Trades;  a  Scholar  a  Gentleman  ! 

Tye,  Nay,  let  Fortune  drive  all  her  Stings  in  me,  (he 
cannot  hun  that  in  me,  a  Gentleman,  Accident  infepa/aiil§. 
to  my  Blocd. 

Rav.  A  rablement,  nay,  you  (hall  have  a  bloody  rable* 
mcnt  upon  you  I  warrant  you. 

Tut.  Go,  Yeoman  Dogfon,  before,  and  enter  the  A&ioi 
i'cb' Counter.  [£*ffDog. 

Tye .  Pray  do  nor  handle  me  cruelly,  111  go 
Whirher  you  pleafe  to  have  me. 
Tut.  Oh,  he's  tame,  let  him  loofe,  Serjeant. 
Fye.  Pray  at  whofe  Suit  is  this? 
Put.  Why,  at  your  Hoftefs's  Suit  where  you  lie,  Miflrefs 
Cunniburrow,  for  Bed  and  Board,  the  Sum  four  Pound 
five  Shillings  and  five  Pence. 

Tye.  I  know  the  Su»  too  true,  yet  I  prefum'd 
Upon  a  farther  day  ;  well,  'tis  my  Stars : 
And  I  muft  bear  it  now,  tho'  never  harder. 
I  fwear  now,  my  Device  is  croft  indeed. 
Captain  muft  lie  by't:  this  is  Deceit's  feed. 
Tut.  Come,  come  away. 

Tye.  Pray  %\ ve  me  fo  much  time  as  to  knit  my  Garte* 
and  Til  away  with  you.  F*t. 
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Tut.  Well,  we  niuft  be  paid  for  this  waiting  upon  you* 
this  is  no  pains  to  attend  thus.  [Making  to  tie  his  Garter  • ' 

Pye.  1  am  now  wretched  and  miferable,  1  fhall  ne'er 
recover  of  this  Difeafe;  hot  Iron  gnaw  their  Fifts:  they 
have  ftruck  a  Fever  into  my  Shoulder,,  which  I  fhall  ne'er 
(hake  out  again  I  fear  me,  'till  with  a  true  Habeas  Corpus' 
the  Sexton  remove  me,- oh  ifl  take  Prifon  once,  I  fhalibe 
prefs'd  to  death  with  A&ions,but  not  fo  happy  as  fpeedilyj 
perhaps  I  may  be  forty  Year  aprcfling  'till  I  be  a  thin  ol<l 
Man,  that  looking  through  the  Grates,  Men  may  look 
through  me;  all  my  Means  is  confounded,  what  (hall  h 
do?  has  my  Wits  ferved  me  fo  long,  and  now  give  me 
the  flip  (like  a  ftrain'd  Servant)  when  I  have  mod  need' 
of 'em:  no  Device  to  keep  my  poor  Carcafe  from  thofe 
Buttocks — yes,  Happinefs,  have  I  a  Paper  about  me 
now?  yes  too,  I'll  try  it,  it  may  hit,  Extremity  is  Touch-- 
flone  unto  fVit,  ay,  ay. 

Put:  'Sfoot  how  many  Yards  are  in  thy  Garters,  thar 
thou  art  fo  long  a  tying  on  them  ?  come  away,  Sir. 

Pye .  Troth  Serjeant,  I  proteft,  you  could  never  ha'  took^ 
me  at  a  worfc  time,  for  now  at  this  inftant  I  have  no> 
lawful  Pi&ure  about  me. 

Put.  'Slid  how  (hallwe  come  by, our  Fees  then?" 

Rav.  We  mud  have  Fees,  Sirrah. 

Pye,  I  could  have  wifli'd  i' faith,  that  you  had  took? - 
me  half  an  Hoar  hence  for  your  own  fake,  for  I  proteft 
if  you  had  not  crofs'd  me,  1  was  going  in  great  Joy  tor- 
receive  five  Pound  of  a  Gentleman,  for  the  Device  of  a* 
Mask  hrre,  drawn  in  this  Paper  j .  but- now,,  come,  E 
mud  be  contented,. 'tis  but  fo  much  left,  and  anfwera- 
bJe  to  the  reft;  of"  my  Fortunes. 

Put.  Why,  how  far  hence  dwells  that  Gentleman?* 

liav.  Ay,  well  faid ; Serjeant,  'tis  good  to  caft'abour 
for  Money. 

Put.  Speak,  if  it  be  not  far  

Pye.  We  are  but  a- little. pal*  it,  the  next  Street  behind ' 
us . 

Putt  'Slid  we  have  waked  uppn  you  gtievoufly  aireadf,  * 
if  you'll  fay  you'll  be  liberal  when  you  ha'r,  give  us* 
double  Fees,  and  fpend  upon's  ;  why  we'll  fliow  yoi- 
shatkindneis,  and  go  along  with  you  to  the-Gcmleman. 
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Rav.  Ay,  well  faid  flffl,  Serjeant,  urge  that. 

Tye.  Troch  if  it  will  fuffice,  it  fha II  all  be  among  you; 
for  my  part,  I'll  not  pocket  a  Penny,  my  Hcftefs  mall 
have  her  tour  Pound  five  Shillings,  and  bate  me  the  five 
Pence,  and  the  other  fifteen  Shillings  Fll  fpend  upon  you. 

Rav.  Why,  now  thou  art  a  good  Scholar. 

Tut.  An  excellent  Scholar  i'faith  j  has  proceeded  very 
W^ll  a-late  $  come,  we'll  along  with  you. 

[Exeunt  with  him\  faffing  in,  they  knock  At 
the  Door  with  a  Knocker  within  fide. 

Ser.  Who  knocks,  who's  at  Door?  we  had  need  of 
a  Porter. 

Pye.  A  few  Friends  here, — — pray  is  the  Gentlemaa 
joux  Mailer  within  ? 

Sir-.  Yes,  is  your  bufinefs  to  him? 

Ay>  he  knows  it,  when  he  fees  me: 
3  gray  you*  have  you  forgot  me? 

&7tl  Ay*  by  my  trorh>  Sir,  pray  come  near,  Til  in  and 
*t$  kfcasf  you>  pleafe  you  to  walk  here  in  the  Gallery 

'Jjpfc.  Wewillattend  his-Worfhip,  Worfhip  I  thinks 

lew  mszh  thePofts  at  his  Door  fhould  fignify,  and  t  lie- 
fer e^sofeg  i%.  arid  the  Wicket,  elfel  neither  knew  him 
$>or  his  Worfhip  j,  but 'tis  tappinefs  he  is  within  Doorr, 
whalfcs-'er  he  be,  if  he  be  not  too  much  a  formal  Ci- 
.tiZig&W  he  may  do  me  good:  Serjeant  and  Yeoman,  how 
da  you  like  this  Houfe,  is't  not  moft  ■  wholefomly 
jlotted? 

Rav.  Troth  Prifoner,  an  exceeding  fine  Koufe. 

Tye.  Yet  I  wonder  how  he  lhould  forget  me,  for  he: 
aever  knew  me;  no  matter,  what  is  forgot  in  you,  will1 
be  remembred  in  your  Matter, 
A  pretty  comfortable  Roods  this  methinks  : 
You  have  no  fuch  Rooms  in  Prifon  now? 

Pur,  Oh,  Dog-holes  to't. 

Tye.  Dog-holes  i*^eed  1  can  tell  you  I  have  great 

foopeto  have  my  Chamber  here  fhortly,  nay, and  Dyer 
&00,  for  he's  the  mod  fres- hearted  ft  Gentleman  where  fte 
takes :  you  would  little  think  it.  And  what  a-fine .Gallery 
were  here  for  me  to  walk  and  ftcdy,  and  make  Verfes  ? 
-ftf  »  O,  it  flands  pleafintly  for  ^Scholar. 

■  inter 
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Enter  Gentleman. 

Vye.  Look  what  Maps  and  Pictures,  and  Devices,  and 
things,  neatly,  delicately!    Mafs,  here  he  comes j  he 

fhould  be  a  Gentleman,  I  like  his  Beard  well:  All 

happinefs  to  your  Worfhip. 

Gent.  You're  kindly  welcome,  Sir. 

Put.  A  limp'e  Salutation, 

Kav.  Mafs,  it  feems  the  Gentleman  makes  great  ac- ; 
count  of  him. 

Gent,  I  have  the  thing  here  for  you,  Sir. 
Vye.  I  befeech  you,  conceal  me,  Sir,  I'm  undone  elfe. 
—  I  have  the  Mask  here  for  you,  Sir  :  Look  you,  Sir, — ■ 
I  befeech  your  Worfhip,  fir  ft  pardon  my  rudenefs,  for 
my  Extremes  make  me  bolder  than  I  would  be  5  I  am 
a  poor  Gentleman,  and  a  Scholar,  and  now  moft  unfor- 
tunately fali'n  into  the  hands  of  unmercifulOfficers,  ar-  , 
rcfted  for  Debt,  which  though  fmall,  I  am  not  able  to 
compafs,  byreafbn  Pm  deftitutc  of  Lands,  Money,  and  ' 
Friends,  fb  that,  if  I  fall  into  the  hungry  fwallow  of  the 
Prifon,  lam  like  utterly  to  perifh,  and  with  Fees  and 
Extortions  bepinch'd  clean  to  the  Bone.    Now,  if  ever 
pity  had  intereft  in  the  Blood  of  a  Gentleman,  I  befeech 
you  vouchfafe  but  to  favour  that  means  of  my  Efcape, 
which  I  have  already  thought  upon. 
Gent.  Go  forward. 
Tut.  I  warrant  he  likes  it  rarely. 
Vye.  In  the  plunge  of  my  Extremities,  being  giddy, 
and  doubtful  what  to  do  5  at  lad  it  was  put  in  my  la- 
bouring thoughts  to  make  a  happy  ufe  of  this  Paper, 
and  to  blear  their  unletter'd  Eyes,  I  told  them  there  was 
a  Device  for  a  Mask  drawn  in't,  and  that,  (but  for  their- 
interception)  I  was  going  to  a  Gentleman  to  receive  my 
reward  for'c.    They,  greedy  at  this  word,  and  hoping  to 
make  purchafc  of  me,  offer'd  their  attendance  to  go 
along  with  me:  my  hap  was  to  make  bold  witrj  your  . 
door,  Sir,  which  my  thoughts  fkew'd  me  the  moft  fa  reft  ' 
and  comfortable*!  entrance,  and  I  hope  I  havehappen'd  . 
right  upon  Under  (landing  and  Pity.    May  it  p;e::fe  ypur 
good  Worfhip  then  bat  to  behold  my  Device,  which  is  to 
let  one  of  your  Men  put  me  out  at  a  Back-door,  and  I 
fhall  be  bound  to  your  Worfhip  for  ever. 
G?nt.  By  my  truth  an  excellent  Device.  VtiJ. 

if »/**•      '  •  /'  ;.f<if*  li^H.'-' i*  :*'.' 
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Fut.  An  «xcellent  Device,  he  fays;  he  likes  it  \rf%n* 
derfully. 

Gent.  A' my  faith*  I  never  heard  abetter. 
Rm„  Hark,  he  fwcars  he  nerer  heard  a  better,  Ser- 
jeant. 

Fut.  O,  there's  no  talk  on't,  he's  an  excellent  Scholar,, 
andefpecially  for  a  Mask. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  Paper,  your  Device;  I  was  never 
better  pleas'd  in  all  my  Life:  good  Wit,  brave  Wir,  finely 
•wrote,  ^>me  rn,  Sir,  and  receive,  your  Money,  Sir, 

Fye.  I'll  follow  yeur  good  Wor  (hip, — — 
You  heard  how  he  lik'd  ic  now  ? 

Fut.  FuK  we  know  he  could  not  chufe  but  like  it  y  go- 
thy  ways,  thou,  art  a  fine  witty  Fellow  i'  faith,  thou  (hair 
difeourfe  itto  us  at  the  Tavern  anon,  wilt  thou? 

Fy$\  Ay,  ay,  that  I  will,- — look,  Serjeants,  here  are 
Waps,  andn  pretty  Toys,  be  doing  in  the  mean  time,  I 
lhall  quickly  have  told  out  the  Money,  you  know. 

Put.  Go,  go*  little  Villain,  fetch  thy  chink,  1  begin  to. 
love  thee,  I'll  be  drunk  to-night  in  thy  Company. 

Pjti  This  Gentleman  I  may  well  call  a  part 
Of  my  Salvation,  in  thefe  earthly  Evils, 
For  he  has  fav'd  me  from  three  hungry  Devils.  [Exit  P,ye* 

Put.  Sirrah  Serjeant,  thefe  Maps  are  pretty  painted 
things,  but  I  could  ne'er  fancy,  them  yet,  methinks:, 
they're  too  bufy,  and  full  of  Circles  and  Conjurations  ; 
*hey  fay  all  the  World's  in  one  of  them,  bus  I  could 
ns'er  find  the  Counter,  in  the  Poultry. 

Rav.  I  think  fo:  how  could  you  find  it?  for  you* 
know  it  ftands  behind  the  Hou firs. 

Dog.  Mafs,  that's  true,  then  we  muft' look  o*  back- 
fide  for'r  j  'sfoot  here's  nothing,  all's  bare. 

Rav.  I  warrant  thee  that  ftands  for  the  Counter,  for 
you  know  there's  a  Company,  of  bare  Fellows  there. 

Put.  Faith  like  enough,  Serjeant,  Inevermark'd  fo- 
much  before.    Sirrah  Serjeant,  and  Yeoman,  I  fhould' 
)ove  thefe  Map&out  a  cry  now,  if  we  could  fee  Men  peep 
«utof  doorin'em,  oh,  we  might  have'em  in  a  Morning; 
to  our  Breakfaft  fo  finely,  and  ne'er  knock  our  Heels  to 
tfcc  ground  a  whole  Day  for  'em. 
R*v.  Ay*  marry  Sir,  Td  buy  one  my  felk 

But 
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But  this  talk  is  by  the  way,  where  (hall's  fup  to-night: 
Five  Pound  receiv'd,  let's  talk,  of  that. 
I  have  a  Trick  worth  all,  you  two  (hall  bear  him  co  th'  Ta- 
vern, while  I  go  clofe.wkh  hisHoftefs,  and  work  out  of 
her,  I  know  (he  would  be  glad  of  the  Sum,  to  finger 
Money  5  becaufc  fhe  knows  'tis  but  a  defperate  Debt,  and 
full  of  hazard :  what  will  you  fay  if  I  bring  it  to  pafs, 
that  the  Hoftcfc  (hall  be  contented  with  one  Half  for  all,, 
and  we  to  (hare  t'other  fifty  Shillings,  Bullies? 

PuU  Why,  I  would  call  thee  King  of  Serjeants,  and. 
thou  fhould'ft  be  chronicled  in  the  Counter-Book  for  ever. . 

Rav.  Well,  put  it  to  me,  we'll  make  a  Night  on't 

Bog.  'Sfoot,  I  think  he  receives  more  Money,  he 
flays  fo  long. 

Put.  He  tarries  long  indeed  },  may  be,  l  ean  tell  you. 
upon  the  good  liking  on't  the  Gentleman  may  prove, 
more  bountiful. 

Rav.  That  would  be  rare,  we'll  fearch  him. 

Put.  Nay,  be  fure  of  it,  we'll  fearch  him,  and  make, 
him  light  enough. 

Enter  the  Gentleman. 

Rav.  Oh,  here  comesthe  Gentleman— By  your  leave,, 
Sir. 

Gent.  God:you.good icn  Sirs,-— would  you  fpeak  with^ 
»e? 

Put.  Nb,  not  with  your  Worfhip,  Sir;  only  we  ara. 
told,  to  fray  fofra  Friend.of  ours  that  went  in  with  your 
Worfhip. 

Gent.  Who?  not  the  Scholar  T 

Put.  Yes,  e'en  he,  an  it  plcafe  your  Worfhip,. 

Gent.  Did  he  make  you  (lay  for  him?  he  did  you  wrong* 
then :  why,  I  can  affure  you  he's  gone  above  an  hour  ago. 

Rav.  How,  Sir? 

Gent.  I  paid  hirrL  his  Money,  and  ray  Man  told  ma- 
lic went  out  at  Back-door,* 

Tut.  Back-door? 

Gent.  Why,  what's  "the  matter  T 

Put.  He  was  our  Prifbrter,  Sir,  we  did  arr-ft  Vm, 

Gentu  Whar,hewas  not?  you  theSheriff's  Officers 
you  were  to  blame  then. 

WbydidDrtyt)u  makeJ^oWiito  mea5i»tcli?        '  I 
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I  could  have  kept  him  for  you,  I  proteft, 
He  receiv'd  all  of  me  in  Britain  Gold, 
Of  the  laft  Coyning. 

Rav.  Vengeance  dog  him  with't. 

Put.  'Sfoot,  has  he  gull'd  us  fo  ? 

Dog.  Where  fliaU  we  fup  now,  Serjeants  ? 

Tut.  Sup,  Simon,  now,  eat  Porridge  for  a  Month*. 
Well,  we  cannot  impure  it  to  any  lack  of  good-will  in 
your  Worfbip— - — you  did  but  as  another  would  have 
done,  Jtwas  our  hard  fortunes  to  mifs  the  Purchale,  but 
if  e'er  we  clutch  him  again,  the  Counter  (hall  charm  him. 

Rav.  The  Hole  fhall  ret  him. 

Dog.  Amen.  [Exeunt. 
Cent.  So, 

Vex  out  your  Lungs  without  doors,  I  am  proud. 
It  was  my  hap  to  help  him,  it  fell  fit. 
He  went  not  empty  neither  for  his  Wit: 
Alas,  poor  Wretch,  I  could  not  blame  his  Brain, 
To  labour  his  Delivery,  to  be  free 
From  their  unpitying  fangs~-rm  glad  it  flood 
Within  my  power  to  do  a  Scholar  good.  [Exit. 
'Enter  in  the  Prifen,  meeting,  Pye-  boord  and  Captain, 
Pye- boord  coming  in  muffled. 

Capt.  How  now,  who's  that  ?  what  are  you  ? 

Pye.  The  fame  that  I  mould  be,  Captain. 

Capt.  George  Pye-boord,  honeft  George?  why  cam'ft 
thou  in  half-fac'd,  mufrled  fo? 

Pye.  Oh  Captain,  I  thought  we  mould  ne'er  ha'laughU 
again,  never  fpent  frolick  Hour  again. 

Capt.  Why?  why? 

Pye.  I  coming  to  prepare  thee,  and  with  News 
As  happy  as  thy  quick  Delivery, 
Was  trae'd  out  by  the  fcent,  arretted  Captain. 

Capt.  Arretted,  George  T  . 

Pye.  Arretted  j  guefs,  guefs,  how  many  Dogs  do  yea 
think  I'd  upon  me? 

Capt.  Dogs?  I  fay,  I  know  not. 

Pye.  Almott  as  many  as  George  Stone  the  Bear  : 
Three  at  once,  three  at  once. 

Capt.  HowdidYt  thou  (bake 'em  off  then? 

Pye.  TheTimeisbufy,  and  calls  upon  our "Witri  let  it 
fuffice,  'r  Here 
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Here  I  (land  fafe,  and  Tcap'd  by  Miracle : 
Some  other  Hour  fhall  tell  thee,  when  we'll  deep 
Our  Eyes  in  laughter:  Captain,  my  device 
Leans  to  thy  Happinefs,  for  e'er  the  Day 
Befpent  to  th' Girdle,  thou  fhalt  be  free: 
The  Corporal's  in's  firft  deep,  the  Chain  is  miis'd,. 
Thy  Kinfman  has  expreft  thee,  and  the  old  ICnight 
With  Palfey-ha-ms  now  labours  thy  Releafe, 
What  reft  is  all  in  the*}  to  conjure,  Captain, 

Capt.  Conjure?  'sfoor,  George,  you  know,  the  Devil 
a  conjuring  lean  conjure. 

Pye.  The  Devil  of  conjuring?  nay  by  my  fay,  Fdnot* ' 
have  thee  do  fo  much,  Captain,  as  the  Devil  a  conjuring ; 
look  here,  I  ha*  brought  thee  a  Circle  ready  charactered  . 
and  all. 

Capt.  'Sfoot,  Gtorge,  art  in  thy-  right  Wits*  doft  kaow 
what  thou  fay'ft  ?  why  doft  talk  to  a  Captain  a  conjuring?' 
didft  thou  ever  hear  of  a  Captain  conjure  in  thy  Life? 
doft  call't  a  Circle,  'tis  too  wide  a  thing,  mejhinks;  had  j 
it  been  a  leiTer  Circle,  then  I  knew  what  to  have  done. 

Pye.  Why  everjfcFool  knows  that,.  Captain  ;  nay  thea 
I'll  not  cog  with  you,  Captain,  if  you'd  ftay: and  hang, 
the  next  Sefllonsyou  may. 

Capt.  No,  by  my  Fakh,  George,  come,  come,  iei'V 
to  conjuring. 

Pye..  But  if  you  loo-k  robe  releafed,.  as  my  Wits  ha?e 
took  pain  to  work  ir,  and  all  means  wrought  to  farther 
it  y  be-fides,  to  put  Crowns  in  your  Pu'rfe,  to  make  you  a 
Marvof  better  hopes,  and  whereas  before  you  were  a  Cap- 
tain or  poor  Soldier,  to  make  you  now  a  Commander  of 
rich  Fools,  which  is  truly  the  only  belt  purchafe  Peace 
can  allow  you,  fafer  than  High-ways,  Heath,  or  Cony- 
groves,  and  yet  afar  better  Booty;  for  your  greateft 
Thieves  are  never  hang'd/never  hang'dj  for  why  ?  they're, 
wife,  and  cheat  within  doors;  and  wegeM  Fool- of  mo-e  , 
Money  in  one  Nighr,  than  your  falfc-Laii'd  Gel  ting  will 
purchafe  in  a  Twelve-Month's  running,  which  confirms 
the  old  Beldam's  faying,  He'swifeft  that  keeps  himfelf , 
warmeft,  that  is,  he  that  robs  by  a  good  Fire.. 

Capt.  Well  opened  f  faith,  George,  thou  haft  pull'd 
that  frying  out  of  the  Husk, 
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Pye.  Captain  Idle ,  'tis  no  Time  npw  to  delude  or  delay; . 
the  old  Knight  will  be  here  fuddenly,  Til  perfedt  you,, 
direct  you,  tell  you  the  trick  on't:  'tis  nothing. 

Cap.  'Sfoot,  George,  I  know  not  what  to  fay  to'tr 
conjure?  I  (hall  be  hang'd  ere  I  conjure. 

Pye.  Nay,  tell  not  me  of  that,  Captain,  you'll  ne'er 
conjure  after  you're  hang'd,  I  warrant  you  5  look  you, 
Sir,  a  parlous  matter,  fure,  firft  to  fpread  your  Circle  up- 
on the  Ground,  then  with  a  little  conjuring  Ceremony,  as- 
Ill  have  an  Hackney-man's  Wand  filver'd  o'er  a-purpofe 
for  you,  then  arriving  in  the  Circle,  with  a  huge  Word,- 
and  a  great  Trample,  as  for  inftance  have  you  never  feen 
a  (talking,  damping  Player,  that  willraife  a  tempeft  witl* 
fcts  Tongue,  and  thunder  w$  his  Heels? 
Cap.  O  yes,  yes,  yes  y  often. 
Pye.  Why  be  like  fuch  a  one^  for  any  thing  will 
blear  the  old  Knight's  Eyesj  for  you  muft  note,  that 
he'H  ne'er  dare  to  venture  into  the  Rofcm,  only  perhaps 
peep  fearfully  through  the  Key-hole,  to  fee  how  the 
Play  goes  forward. 

Cap.  Well,  I  may  go  about  it  when  Twill,  but  mark 
the  end  on't,  rihall  but  fhame  ray  felf  i'faith.  George  fpczk 
big  words,and  ftamp  and  (tare,  and  he  look  in  at  Key- hole,, 
virhy  the  very  thought  of  that  would  make  me  laugh  out- 
right, and  fpoil  all f  nay  I'll  tell  thee,  George,  when  I  ap— 
prehend  athingonce,Iam  of  fuch  a  laxative  Liuehter.that 
if  the  Devil  hirofelf  flood  by,  I  ihooMbuf  hff  hi-  Fact, 
Fye.  Pub,  that's  but  the  babe  of  a  Man,  *nd  ffray  eaSIy 
be  huffi'd,  as  to  think  upon  fome  Difafter,  fomc  lad  Mis- 
fortune, as  the  Death  of  thy  Father  Tth'  Country, 

Csp.  'Sfoot,  that  would  be  the  more  to  drive  me  into 
fuch  an  exrafie,  that  I  fhould  ne'er  lin  laughing  elfe. 
Pye.  Why  then  think  upon  going  to  hanging. 
Cap,  Mafs,  that's  weH  remember'd,  now  I'll  do  well,  I" 
warrant  thee>ne'er  fear  me  now  >  but  how  (hall  Vdo>Geor£et- 
for  toifterous  Words,  and  horrible  Names?- 

Pye.  Puh,  any  fuflian  Invocations)  Captain,  will  ferve 
as  well  as  the  bed,  fo  you  rant  them  out  well  j  or  you 
may  go  to  a  Pothecary's  Shop,  acd  take  all  the  word* 
hvm  the  Boxes, 

C*Pi- 
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Capt.  Troth,  and  you  fay  true,  Georgey  there's  ftrangc 
^ords  enow  to  raife  a  hundred  Quack-falvers,  though 
they  be  ne'er  fo  poor  when  they  begin?  but  here  lies  the 
fearon't,  how  if  in  this  falfe  Conjuration,  a  true  Devil 
fhould  pop  up  indeed. 

Pye.  A  true  Devil,  Captain  ?  why  there  was  ne'er  fuch 
a  one,  nay  faith  hart  hat  has  this  place,  is  as  falfe  a  Knave 
as  our  laft  Church-warden. 

Capt.  Then  he's  falfe  enough  a  Confciince  i' faith* 
George. 

The  Cry  at  Marfhalfea.  Enter  SirGodfrey,  Mr  Edmond, 
and  Nicholas. 
Cry  Prifoners.  Good  Gentlemen  over  the  way,  fend 
jpur  Relief : 

oood  Gentlemen  aver  the  way       Good  Sir  Godfrey. 
Pye.  He's  come,  he's  come. 

Nicb.  Matter  that's  nay  Kinfmtn  yonder  in  the  Buff 

Jerkin  Kinfman,  that's  my  Mafter  yonder  i'thTaffaty 

Hat— —pray  filute  him  intirely. 

[They  falute  >  and  Pye-boord  falutes  Majler  Edmond. 

Sir  God.  Now  my  Friend. 

Pye.  May  I  partake  your  Name,  Sir  ? 

Edm.  My  Name  is  Mafter  Edmond. 

Pye.  Mafter  Edmond  are  you  not  a  Wiljhm*n>  Sit  ? 

Edm.  A  Welfoman  j  why  ? 

Pye.  Becaufc  Mafter  is  your  Chriftian  Name,  and  Ed- 
viond  your  Sir-name. 

Edrfi.  O  no :  I  have  more  Names  at  home,  Mafter 
Edmond  Pins  is  my  full  Name  at  length. 

Pye.  O  cry  you  mercy,  Sir.  [Whifpering. 

Capt.  I  under ftand  that  you  are  my  Kid fman's  good 
Mafter,  and  in  regard  of  that,  thebeft  of  my  Skills  at 
yo.r  Service,  but  had  you  fortun'd ameer  Stranger, and- 
made  no  means  to  me  by  acquaintance,  I  fhould  have 
utterly  denied  to  have  been  the  Man  j  both  byreafonof 
the  A£t  of  Parliament  againft  Conjurersand  Witches,  as 
alio  becade  I  would  not  have  my  Art  vulgar,  trite,  and 
common* 

Sir  God  I  much  commend  your  care  there,  good  Cap* 
tajn  Conjurer,  and  that  1  will  befiire  to  have  it  private 
enough,  you  (hall do* t  in  my  Sifter's  Houfe.— mine  own 

Hottf§ 
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Houfel  may  call  it,  for  both  our  charges  therein  are  pro- 
per tion'd. 

Cap*.  Very  good,  Sir, — what  may  I  call  your  lofs,  Sir  ? 
f  Sir  God.  O  you  may  call't  a  great  Lois,  a  grievous  Lofs, 
Sir,  as  goodly  a  Chain  of  Gold,  though  J  fay  it,  that 
wore  it ;  how  fay'ii  thou,  Nicholas  ? 

Nick.  O  'twas  as  delicious  a  Chain  of  Gold,  Kinfman, 
you  know. 

Sir  God.  You  know  !  did  you  know't,  Captain  ? 

Capt.  T.rufl:  a  Fooi  with  fecrets  I  — Sir,  he  may  (ay  I 
know*  his  meaning  is,  becaufe  my  Art  is  fuch,  that 
by  it  I  may  gather  a  knowledge  of  all  Things  

Sir  God.  Ay,  very  true. 

Capt.  A  Pox  of  all  Fools — the  exrufe  (tuck  upon  my 
Tongue  like  Ship-pitch  upon  a  Mariner's  Gown,  not  to 
come  off  in  hafte — By'r  lady,  Knight,  to  lofefiich  a 
fair  Chain  of  Gold,  were  a  foul  lofs  j  Well,  I  can  put 
you  in  this  good  comfort  on't,  if  it  be  between  Heavea 
and  Earth,  Knight,  Til  ha't  for  you. 

Sir  God.  A  wonderful  Conjurer  — O  I,  'tis  between 
Heav'n  and  Earth,  I  warrant  you  it  cannot  go  out  of 
the  Realm. — I  know  'tis  fomewhere  about  the  Earth. 

Capt.  Ay,  nigher  the  Earth  than  thou  wot'ft  on. 

Sir  God.  For  firft,  my  Chain  was  rich,  and  no  rich, 
thing  fhall  enter  into  Heav'n,  you  know. 

Nich.  And  as  for  the  Devi],  Mailer,  he  has  no  need 
cn'c,  for  you  know  he  has  a  great  Chain  of  his  own. 

Sir  God.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  Nicholas,  but  he  has  put 
off  that  now,  that  lies  by  him. 

Capt.  Faith  Knight,  in  few  words,  I  prefumefo  much 
upon  the  Power  of  my  Art,  that  I  could  warrant  your 
Chain  again. 

Sir  God.  O  dainty  Captain  \ 

Capt.  Marry,  it  will  coft  me  much  fweat,  I  were 
better  go  toiixteen  Hot-houfes. 

Sir  God.  Ay  good  Man,  I  warrant  thee. 

Capt.  Befide  great  Vexation  of  Kidney  and  Liver. 

Nich.  O, 'twill  tickle  you  hereabouts,  Cou fin,  becaufe 
you  have  not  been  us'd  to't. 

Sir.  God.  No?  have  you  not  been  us'd  to't,  Captain? 

Capt.  Plague  of  all  Fools  Bill ;  indeed,  Knight,  I  have 

not 
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not  us'dit  a  good  while,  and  therefore  'twill  ftrain  me 
fo  much  the  more,  you  know. 
Sir  God.  O  it  will,  it  will. 

Capt.  What  plunges  he  purs  me  to?  Were  not  this 
Knight  a  Fool,  I  had  been  twice  fpoil'd  now ;  that  Cap* 
tain's  worfe  than  acci|rft  that  has  an  Afs  to  his  Kinfmafy 
'sfborjfear  he  willdrivel't  out  before  1  come  co't — Now, 

Sir, — to  come  to  the  point  indeed,  you  fee  I  flick 

herein  the  Jaw  of  the  Marjhalfea,  and  cannot  do'r. 

Sir  God.  Tut,  tut,  I  know  thy  meaning,thou  wouto'ft 
fay  thou'rt  a  Prifoner,  I  tell  thee  thou'rt  none. 

Capt.  How,  none  ?  why  is  not  this  the  Mar/halfea  ? 

Sir  God.  Will't  hear  rrj^e  fpeak  ?  I  heard  of  chy  rare 
Conjuring  : 

My  Chain  was  loft,  I  fwear  for  thy  Releafe, 
As  thou  fhalt  do  the  like  at  home  for  me  : 
Keeper. 

Enter  Keeper. 

Keep.  Sir. 

Sir  God.  Speak,  is  not  this  Man  free  ?' 

Keep.  Yes,  at  his  pleafure,  Sir,  the  Fees  difcharg'd. 

Sir  God.  Go,  go,  I'll  difcharge  {hem,  h 

Keep.  I  thank  your  Worfhip.  [Exit  Keeper. 

Capt.  Now  trufl:  me,  you're  a  dear  Knight ;  kindnefs 
unexpected!  O there's  nothing  to  a  free  Gentleman,— 
I  will  coryure  for  you,  Sir,  'till  Froth  come  through 
my  Buff-Jerkin. 

Sir  God.  Nay,  then  thou  (halt  not  pafs  with  fo  little  a 
Bounty,  for  at  the  firft  light  of  my  Chain  again,' 
forty-five  Angels  fhall  appear  unto  thee. 

Capt.  'Twill  be  a  glorious  fhowrfaith,  Knight,  a  very 
fine  (how  \  but  are  all  thefe  of  your  own  Houfe  ?  are 
you  fure  of  thar,  Sir  ? 

Sir  God.  Ay  ,ay  ;  no,no  >  what's  he  yonder  talking  with 
my  wild  Nephew,prayKeav'n  he  give  him  good  Counfeh 

Capt.  Who,  he  ?  he's  a  rare  Friend  of  mine,  an  admi- 
rable Fellow,  Knight,  the  fined  Fortune- teller. 

Sir  God.  O!  'tis  he  indeed,  that  came  to  my  Lady  Si- 
fter,  and  foretold  thelofs  of  my  Chain  ;  I  am  not  angry 
with  him  now,  for  I  fee  'twas  my  Fortune  to  lofe  it :  By 
yjur  leave,  Mr.  Fortune  teller,  Thad  aglimpfeof  you  at 

home, 
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home,  at  my  Sifter's  the  Widow's,  there  you  prophefied 
oftheiofs  of  a  Chain,— Amply,  though  I  ftand  here,  I 
was  he  that  loft  it. 
Pye.  Was  it  you,  Sir  ? 

"Edm.  A'  my  troth,  N uncle,  he's  the  rareft  Fellow,  has 
told  me  my  Fortune  fo  right  1  find  it  fo  right  to  my 
nature. 

Sir  God.  What  is'rr  God  fend  it  a  good  one. 

Edm.  O,  'tis  a  palling  good  one.  Nunclej  forhefcysl 
{hall  prove  fuch  an  excellent  Gamefter  in  my  time,  that 
I  fhali  fpend  all  fafter  than  my  Father  got  it. 

Sir  God.  There's  a  Fortune  indeed. 

Edm.  Nay,  it  hits  my  Humour  fo  pat. 

Sir  Gcd.  Ay,  that  will  be  the  endon't;  will  the  Curfe 
of  the  Beggar  prevail  fo  much,  that  the  Son  (hall  cot> 
fume  rhar  foolifhly,  which  rhe  Father  got  craftily  i  ay, 
ay,  ay  j  'twill,  *rwiH,  'twill. 

Pye.  Stay,  flay,  ftay. 

[Pye-boord  with  an  Almanack,  and  the  Captain* 

Cap.  Turn  over,  George. 

Pye.  June,  July  \  here,  July,  that's  the  Mont h,Sunday 
thirteen,  yefterday  fourteen,  to-day  fifteen. 

Capt.  Look  quickly  for  the  fifteenth  Day,— if  withia 
the  coropafs  of  thefe  two  Days  there  would  be  fome 
boifterous  Storm  or  other,  it  would  be  the  beft,  I'd  defer 
him  off"  'till  then  ;  fome  Tempeft,  and  it  be  thy  will. 

Pye.  Here's  the  fifteenth  Day  hot  and  fair. 

Capt.  Pub,  would  t'ad  been  hot  and  foul. 

Pye.  The  fixteenth  Day,  that's  to-morrow  $  the  Morn- 
ing for  the  mott  part,  fa*r  and  pleafant. 

Capt.  No  luck. 

Pye.  But  about  high-noon,  Lightning  and  Thunder. 

Capt.  Lightning  and  Thunder  ?  admirable  1  bell  of  alh 
I'll  conjure to-moirtw  juft  at  r.oon,  George. 

Pye.  Happen  but  true  to-morrow,  Almanack,  and  Til 
give  thee  leave  to  lye  all  the  Year  alter. 

Capt.  Sir,  I  mui  crave  your  Patience,  to  beflow  this 
Day  upon  me,  that  I  may  rurnifh  my  felf  ftrcngly,  — -I 
fent  a  Spirit  into  Lancajlnre  t'other  Day,  to  fetchback 
a  Knave-Drover,  and  Hook  for  his  return  this  Evening, 
to-morrow  Morning,  my  Friend  here  an4  I  wiU  come 
jnd  breakfaft  with  pu.  Si? 
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Sir  God.  O,  you  (hall  be  m oft  welcome. 
Caff.  And  aboutNoon,without  faiUpurpofe  to  conjure.' 

Sir.  God.  Mid -noon  will  be  a  fit  time  for  you. 

Edm.  Conjuring!  do  you  mean  to  conjure  at  our 
Houfe  to-morrow,ySir  ? 

Cap.  Marry  do  I,Sir ;  'tis  my  intent,  youngGentieman. 

Edm.&y  my  troth,  I'll  love  you  while  I  live  rbr't :  O 
rare!  Nicholas*  we  mall  have  Conjuring  to-morrow. 

Nich.  Puh,  I  could  ha'  told  you  of  that. 

Capt.  Law,  he  could  ha*  told  him  of  that,  Fool,  Cox- 
comb, could  ye  ? 

Edm.  Do  you  hear  me,Sir,  I  defire  more  Acquaintance 
on  you,  you  mall  earn  fome  Mony  of  me,  now  I  know; 
you  can  conjure  ;  but  can  you  fetch  any  that  is  loft  ? 

Capt.  Oh,  any  thing  that's  loft. 

Edm.  Why  look  you,  Sir,  I  tell't  yau  as  a  Friend  and 
a  Conjurer j  I  mould  marry  a  Pothec2ry's  Daughter, 
and  'twas  told  me  me  loft  her  Maiden-head  at  Stony 
Stratford:  Now  if  youll  do  but  fo  much  as  Conjure 
for't,  and  make  all  whole  again 

Cap*.  That  I  will,  Sir. 

Edm.  By  my  troth  I  thank  you,!a. 

Capt.  A  little  merry  with  your  Sifter's  Son,  Sir. 

Sir  God.  Oh, a  fimple young  Man,  very  fimp'e;  come 
Captain,  and  you,  Sir  j  we'll  e'en  part  with  a  Gallon  of 
Wine 'till  to-morrow  Break- faft. 

Tip.  Capt.  Troth,  agreed,  Sir. 

Kich.  Kinfman— Scholar. 

?ye.  Why  now  thou  art  a  good  Knave,  worth  a  hua^ 
dred  Brown ifts. 

Nich.  Ami  indeed,  la }  I  thank  you  heartily,  la.  [Bat*. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Moll,  and  Sir  John  Penny-Dub; 

D**T5  U  T  1  hoPe  vou  .wi'l  not  ferve  a  Knight  fol 
Jj  Gentlewoman,  will  you? to  cafheer  him,  and 
caft  him  off  at  your  Pleafure  ;  what  do  you  tLink  I  was 
dubb'd  for  nothing  ?jio  by  my  Faith,  Lady's  Daughter. 

Moll. 
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Moll.Przy  Sh  JohnPenny-DubbM  it  bedefer'd  a-wlrfte, 
£  have  a  Heart  to  marry  as  you  can  have  $  but  as  the 
Fortune-teller  told  me. 

Dub.  Pax  o'th'  Fortune-teller,  would  Derrick  had  been 
his  Fortune  feven  Year*  ago,  to  crofs  my  Love  thus  j 
did  he  know  what  cafe  I  was  in  ?  why  this  is  able  to 
make  a  Man  drown  himfelf  in's  Father's  Fifh-Pond. 

Moll.  And  then  he  told  me  moreover,  Sit  John,  that 
the  Breach  of  it  kept  my  Father  in  Purgatory. 

Dub.  In  Purgatory  ?  why  let  him  purge  out  his  Heart 
there,  what  have  we  to  do  with  that?  chere's  Phyiicians 
enow  thereto  caft  his  Water,  is  that  any  Matter  to  us  ? 
how  can  he  hinder  our  Love?  why  let  him  be  hang'd  now 
he's  dead? — Well,  have  I  rid  Poll  Day  and  Night,  to 
bring  you  merry  News  of  my  Father's  Dea-.h,  and  now— 

MolL  Thy  Father's  Death  ?  is  the  old  Farmer  dead  ? 

Dub.  As  dead  as  his  Barn-Door,  MolL 

Moll.  And  you'll  keep  your  Word  with  me  now,  Sir 
John,  that  I  fhall  have  my  Coach  and  my  Coachman  ? 

Dub.  Ay  faith. 

MolL  And  two  white  Horfes  with  black  Feathers  to 
draw  it  ? 
Dub.  Too. 

MolL  A  guarded  Lackey  to  run  before'c,  and  py'd 
Liveries  to  come  training  after'c. 
Dub.  Thou  (halt,  MolL 

MolL  And  to  let  me  have  Mony  in  my  Purfe  to  go 
whither  I  will. 
Dub.  All  this. 

MolL  Then  come,  whatfoe'er  comes  on't,  we'll  be 
made  fure  together  beforethe  Maids  oWKitchen.[£#/V. 
"Enter  Widow,  Frances  and  Frailty. 

Wid*  How  now?  where's  my  Brother  Sir  Godfrey? 
went  he  forth  this  Morning  ? 

Trail.  O  no,  Madam,  he's  above  at  Breakfafl,  with 
Sir  Reverence  a  Conjurer. 

Wid.  A  Conjurer  ?  what  manner  of  Fellow  is  he  ? 

Trail.  O,  a  wond'rous  Tare  Fellow,  Mifhefs,  very 
flrongly  made  upward,  for  he  goes  in  a  Buff-  jerkin  ; 
he  fays  he  will  fetch  Sir  Godfrey's  Chain  again,  if  it 
hang  between  Heaven  and  Ear*. 
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I1<ld.  What !  he  will  not  ?  then  he's  an  ex  lent  Fellow 
I  warrant,  how  happy  were  thatWoman  to  be  bieft  with 
fuch  a  Husband,  a  Man  cunning  ?  how  does  he  look, 
Frailty  t  very  fwartly  I  warrant,  with  black  Beard, 
fcorcht  Cheeks,  and  fmoakyCye-brows. 

Frail.  Foh  he's  neither  fmo3k-dryed,  nor  fcorcht, 

nor  black,  nor  nothing  :  I  tell  you,  Madam,  he  looks 
as  fair  to  fee  as  one  of  us ;  I  do  think,  but  if  you  faw 
him  once,  you'd  take  him  to  be  a  Chriftian. 

Fran.  So  fair,  and  yet  fo  cunning,  that's  to  be  won- 
<5red  ar,  Mother. 
Enter  Sir  Oliver  Muckhill,  and  Sir  Andrew  Tipdaff. 

Muck,  Blefs  you,  fweet  Lady. 

Tip.  And  you,  fair  Miftrefs.  [Exit  Frailty. 

Wid.  Coades,  what  do  you  mean,  Gentlemen?  Fie, 
did  I  not  give  you  your  Anfwers  r 

Muck.  Sweet  Lady  ? 

Wid.  Well,  I  will  not  ftick  with  you  for  a  Kifsj 
Daughter,  kifs  the  Gentleman  for  once. 

Fran.  Yes  forfooth. 

Tip,  Ym  proud  of  fuch  a  Favour. 

Wid.  Truly  la,  Sir  Oliver ,  you're  much  to  blame  to 
come  again,  when  you  know  my  Mind  fo  well  deliver- 
ed as  a  Widow  could  deliver  a  thing. 

Muck.  But  I  expect  a  farther  Comfort,  Lady. 

Wid,  Why  la  you  now,  did  I  not  defire  you  to  put 
off  your  Suit  quite  and  clean  when  you  came  to  me 
again  ?  how  fay  you  ?  did  I  not  ? 

Muck.  But  the  iincere  Love  which  my  Heart  bears 
to  you  

Wid,  Go  to,  I'll  cut  you  off  j  and  Sir  Oliver,  to  put 
you  in  Comfort,  afar  off,  my  Fortune  is  read  me,  I 
muft  marry  again. 

Muck.  Obleft  Fortune! 

Wid.  But  not  as  long  as  I  can  chufe  >  nay,  Til  hold  out 
well 

Enter  Frailty. 
Frail.  O  Madam,  Madam. 

Wid.  Fow  now?  what's  the  hade  ?         [In  her  Ear. 
Tip.  Fain,  Miftrefs  Frances^  Til  maintain  you  gallantly, 
I'll  bung  you  to  Court,  wean  you  among  the  fair -Society 

of 
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cf  Ladies  poor  Kinfwomen  of  minein  Obrh  of  Silver,  be- 
^I5de  you  fhall  have  your  Monkey,  your  Parrot,  your 
Muskat,  and  your  Pifs,  Pifs,  Pifs. 
Fran,  It  will  do  very  well. 

Wid.  What,  docs  he  mean  to  Conjure  here  then  ?  how 
fhall  I  do  to  be  rid  of  thefe  Knights.  pleafe  you,  Gen- 
tlemen, to  walk  a  while  i'th'  Garden,  to  gather  a  Pink, 
or  a  G illy  flower. 

Both.  With  ali  our  Hearts,  Lady,  and  count  us  fa* 

YOjr'd. 

Sir  God. -within]  Step  in,  Nicholas,  look,  is  the  Coaft 
clear  ? 

Nich.  Oh,  as  clear  as  a  Carter's  Eye,  Sir. 
Sir  God.  Then  enter  Captain  Conjurer;— -now— — 
how  like  you  our  Room,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  Captain  Pye-boord,  Edmcnd,  and 

Nicholas. 

Capt.  O  wonderful  convenient. 

Edrn.  I  can  tell  you,  Captain,  limply  though  it  lies 
here,  'tis  the  fairert  Room  in  my  Mother's  Houfe,  as 

dainty  a  Room  to  Conjure  in,  merhinks,  why  you 

may  bid  I  cannot  tell  how  many  Devils  welcome  in't*. 
my  Father  has  had  twenty  in't  at  once! 

Pye.  What,  Devils? 

Edrn.  Devils,  no,  Deputies,  and  the  wealthiefl  Men  he 
could  get. 

Sir  God.  Nay,  put  by  your  Chats  now,  fall  to  your 
Bufinefs  roundly,  the  Ftfcue  of  the  Dial  is  upon  the 
Chrif-crofs  of  Noon  *,  but  oh,  hear  me,  Captain,  & 
qualm  comes  o'er  my  Stomach. 

Cap.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

Sir  God.  Oh,  how  if  the  Devil  fhould  prove  a  Knave, 
and  tear  the  Haugings. 

Capt.  Fuh,  I  warrant  you,  Sir  Godfrey. 

Xdm.  Ay,  Nunkle,  or  fpit  Fire  upo'  th'Ceiling. 

Sir  God.  Very  true  too,  for  'tis  but  thin  plaiftered,  and 
'twill  quickly  take  hold  o'the  Laths ;  and  if  he  chance 
to  fpit  downward  too,  hewll  burn  all  the  Boards. 

Capt.  My  Life  for  yours,  Sir  Godfrey. 

Sir  God.  My  Sifter  is  very  curious  and  dainry  o'er  this 
Room,  I  can  tell  you,  and  therefore  if  he  mull  needs 
fpit,  I  pray  defirc  him  to  fpit  i'th  Chimney.  Pje. 
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Pye.  Why,a{Ture  you,  Sir  Godfrey,  he  fhall  not  be  brought 
up  with  fo  little  Manners,  to  fpic  and  ipawl  o'rh'  Floor. 

Sir  God.  Why  I  thank  you,  good  Captain,  pray  have  a 
care  I  fall  to  your  Circle,  we'll  not  trouble  you  I  war- 
rant you  j  come,  we'll  into  the  next  Room,  and  becaufe 
we'll  be  Aire  to  keep  him  out  there,  we'll  bar  up  the  Door 
with  fome  of  the  Godlies  Zealous  Works. 

Edm.  That  will  be  a  fine  Device,  Nuncle ;  and  becaufe 
the  Ground  (hall  be  as  holy  as  the  Door,  111  tear  two  or 
three  Rofariesin  pieces,  and  ftrew  the  Pieces  about  the 
Chamber.  Oh!  the  Devil  already.    [Ransin.  Thunders. 

Py*. 'Sfoot,Captain,fpeak  fomewhat  for  frame*  it  ligh- 
tens and  thunders  before  thou  wilt  begin,  why  when? 

Cap.  Pray,  Peace,  George,  rhou'le  make  me  laugh 

anon,  and  fpoil  all. 

Pye.Oh  now  it  beginsagain;  now,now,now!  Captain. 

Cap.  Rhumbos  ragdayon,  purt  pur,  colucundrion, 
Heis- Polis. 

Sir  God.  through  the  Key  hole,  within.']  Oh  admirable 
Conjurer!  has  fetcht  Thunder  already* 

Pye.  Hark,  hark,  again  Captain. 

Cap.  Benjamino,gafpoiskay-gofgotboteron  umbrois. 

SirGod.  O,  I  would  the  Devil  would  come  away  quick- 
ly, he  has  no  Confciencc  to  put  a  Man  to  fuch  Pain. 

Pye.  Again. 

Cap.  Flowfle kak  ppumpos-dragone-Ulootnenos  hodge  podge. 
Pye.  Well  faid.  Captain. 

Sir  God.  So  long  a  coming  ?  O  would  I  had  ne'er  begun't 
now,  for  I  fear  me  thefe  roaring  Tempcfts  will  deftroy 
all  the  Fruits  of  the  Earth,  and  tread  upon  my  Corri 
oh,  i'th  Country. 

Cap.  Gog  de  gog,  hobgoblin,  bunks,  homjloio,  bockley 
te  coome  park. 

Wid  O  Brother,Brdfher,  what  aTempeft's  i'th'Garden, 
fure  there's  Co  me  Conjuration  abroad. 

Sir  God  "Vis  at;  home,  Sifter. 

Pye.  By  and  by  Til  ftep  in,  Captain. 

Cap.  Nunck  Kunck  Rip  Gafcoines.  Ips,  Drip-Dropitf* 

SirGod.  He  d.ips  and  drops,  poor  Mao  j  alas,  aUfe 

Pye.  Now,  I  come. 

Cap.  0  Sulphure  Sootface. 

C  lye. 
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Pye.  Arch* Conjurer,  whatwould'ft  thou  with  me  ? 

Sir  God.  O,  the  Devil,  Sifter,  i'th' Dining-Charoberi 
fing,  Sifter,  I  warrant  you  that  will  keep  him  -out  5 
quickly,  quickly.  [Goes  in. 

Pye.  So,  fo,  fo;  I'll  reieafethee;  enough,  Captain,  c- 
tough  y  allow  us  fome  time  to  laugh  a  little,  they're  (hud- 
dei  ing  and  fhaking  by  this  time,  as  if  an  Earthquake  were 
hi  their  Kidneys. 

'  p  Sirrah  George,  how  was':  ?  how  was't  ?  did  I 
do  t  well  enough? 

rye.  Wouk  believe  me,  Captain,  better  than  any  Con - 
r,  tor  here  was  no  harm  in  this,  and  yet  their  horr.u 
:  .  .  expectation  fatisfied  well  i  you  were  much  beholden 
to  Thunder  and  Lightning  at  this  time,  it  grac'd  you 
v/eli,  I  can  tell  you. 

Cap.  I  mult  needs  fay  fo,  George.  Sirrah  if  we  could 
ha1  convey'd  h;th£rxJean!y  a  Cracker,  or  a  Fire-wheel, 
t'ad  been  admirable. 

Vye.  Blur:,  fclsvt  there's  nothing  remains  to  put  thee 
to  pain  now,  Captain. 

Cap.  Pain?  I  proteft,  George,  my  heels  are  forer  than 
a  Whitfon  Morns-dancer's. 

Fy$,  All's  pa  ft  now — only  to  reveal  that  the  Chain's 
i'th'  Garden,  where,  thou  know'ft;  it  has  lain  thefe  two 
Days. 

Cap.  But  I  fear  that  Fox  Nicholas  had  reveal'd  it  al- 
ready. 

fye.  Fear  no-,  Captain,  you  mud  put  it  to  rff  venture 
now  :  Nay  * c is  time,  call  upon  'em,  take  pity  on  'em,  for 
I  believe  fome  of  'em  are  in  a  pitiful  Cafe  by  this  time, 

Cap.  Sir  Godfrey,  Nicholas,  Kinfinan,- — 'sfoot  they're 
faft  at  it  fltll  i  George,  Sir  Godfrey  f 

Sir  God.  Oh,  is  that  the  Devil's  Voice  ?  how  comes  fas 
to  knew  my  Name  ? 

Cap.  Fear  not,  Sir  Godfrey,  alPa  quieted. 

Sir(jvd.  What,  is  he  laid'? 

Cap.  Laid  $  and  has  newly  dropt 
You:  Cham  i'th*  Garden. 

Sir  God.  Yth*  Garden !  in  our  Garden  ? 

Cap.  Your  Garden. 

Si)  G*d:  Q  jfweet Conjurer!  whereabouts  there? 
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Cap.  Look  well  about  a  Bank  of  Rofemary. 

SirGcd.  Sifter,  the  Rofemary- bank,  come,  come; 
there's  my  Chain,  he  fays. 

Wid.  Oh,  happinefs!  run,  run.         [Suppofethto  go. 

Edm.  Captain  Conjurer  ?  [Edm.  atkey-hote. 

Cap.  Who  ?  Mafter  Edmond  t 

Edm.  Ay,  Mafter  Edmend\  may  I  come  in  iafely 
without  Danger,  think  you  ? 

Cap.  Puh,  longago,  it  is  alias  'twas  at  fir  ft  ; 
Fear  nothing,  pray  come  near  how  now,  Man  ? 

Edm.  Oh  !  this  Room's  mightily  hoc  i'faith  \  'slid,  nr/ 
Shirt  fticks  to  my  Belly  already  j  what  a  fteam  the 
Rogue  has  left  behind  him  ?  Foh,  this  Room  muft  be 

air'd,  Gentlemen,  it  fmells  horribly  of  Brimftone,  * 

let's  open  the  Windows. 

Pye.  Faith,  Mafter  Edmond,  'tis  but  your  Conceit. 

Edm.  I  would  you  could  make  me  believe  that,  i'faith, 
who  do  you  think  I  cannot  fmellhisSavotovfrom  ano- 
ther ;  yet  I  take  it  kindly  from  you,  becaufe  you  would 
not  put  me  in  a  Fear,  i'faith ;  o'my  Troth  I  fhall  love 
you  for  this  the  longeft  Day  of  my  Life. 

Cap.  Puh,  'tis  nothtng,Sir,  love  me  when  you  fee  more. 

Edm.  Mafs,now  remember,  I'll  look  whether  he  has 
findged  the  Hangings,  or  no, 

Pye.  Captain,  to  entertain  a  little  fport  'till  they  come-, 
make  him  believe,  you'll  charm  him  invifible,  he's  apt  to 
admire  any  thing,  you  fee,  let  me  alone  to  give  force  to  t. 

Cap.  Go,  retire  to  yonder  end  then. 

Edm.  I  proteftyouare  a  rare  Fellow,  are  you  not? 

Cap.  O  Mafter  Edmond,  you  know  but  the  leaft  part  of 
me  yet  j  why  now  at  this  Inftant  I  could  flourifh  my 
Wand  thrice  o'er  your  Head,  and  charm  you  invifible. 

Edm.  What  you  could  not  make  me  walk  invifible, 
Man  ?  I  Ihould  laugh  at  that  i'faith  j  tro:h  Til  requite  your 
Kindnefs ;  an  you'll  do't,  good  Captain  Conj«rer. 

Cap.  Nay,  I  ftiould  hardly  deny  you  fich  a  fmall  kind- 
nefs, Mafter  Edmund  fins  >  why,  look  you,  Sir,  'tis  no 
more  but  this,  and  thus  agen,  and  now  y'arc  invifible. 

Edm.  Am  I,  faith?  who  would  think  it? 

Cap.  You  fee  the  Fortune-teller  yonder  at  farther  end 
o'  th*  Chamber,  go  towards  him,  do  what  you  will  with 
him,  he  fliall  ne'er  find  you,  Edm. 
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Edm.  Say  ytu  fo,  Til  try  that  i'faith  Unfiles  him. 

Pye.  Hoe  now,  CaDtain  ?  who's  that  juftied  me? 
Cap.  Juftied 'you  ?  I  faw  no  body 
Edm.  Ha,  ha,  ha, — fay  'twas  a  Spirit. 
C*P>  Shall  I?— may  be  fome  Spirit  that  haunts  the 
Circle. 

Pye.  O  my  Kofe,  agen,  pray  conjure  then,  Captain. 

[Putts  him  bytheNofe. 

Edm.  Troth  this  is  exlent,  I  may  do  any  Knavery  now 
and  never  be  feen,— and  now  I  remember  me,  Sir  God- 
frey, my  Uncle,  abus'd  me  t'other  day,  and  told  Tales  of 

me  to  my  Mother  Troth  now  I'm  icvilible,  HI  hie 

him  a  round  whirrit  o'th' Ear,  when  he  comes  out  o'th' 
Garden.  1  may  be  reveng'd  on  him  now  finely. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  Widow,  Frances,  Nicholas  with 
the  Chain. 

Sir  Cod.  I  have  my  Chain  again,  my  Chain's  found 
again  [Edmond  fir  ikes  him. 

0  fweet  Captain,  O  admirable  Conjurer. 
O,  what  mean  you  by  that,  Nephew  ? 

Edm.  Nephew  ?  I  hope  you  do  not  know  me,  Uncle  ? 

Wid.  Why  did  you  ftrike  your  Uncle,  Son  ? 

Edm.  Why,  Capta"n,  am  I  not  invifible  ? 

Cap.  A  good  jeft,  George — not  now  you  are  not,  Sir, 
Why  did  not  you  fee  me  when  I  did  uncharm  you  ? 

Edm.  Not  I,  by  my  Troth,  Captain  j 
Then  pi  ay  you  pardon  me,  Uncle, 

1  thought  I'd  been  inviilble  when  I  ftruck  you. 

Sir  Gcd.  So,  you  would  do't  ?  go, — you're  a  foolifh  Boy, 
/»nd  were  I  not  o'ercome  with  greater  Joy, 
I'd  make  you  tafte  Correction. 

Edm.  Correction,  pufh  no,  neither  you  nor  my 

Mother*  {hall  think  to  whip  mess  you  have  done. 

Sir  God.  Captain,  my  joy  is  fuch,  I  know  not  how  to 
thank  you,  let  me  embrace  you,  O  my  fweet  Chain, 
gladnefsVcn  makes  me  giddy,  rare  Man  $  'twas  jufti'th' 

Ro&mary-bank,  as  if  one  fhould  ha*  laid  ic  there,-  

O  cunning,  cunning  ! 

Wid.  Well,  feeing  m  y  Fortune  tells  me  I  muft  marry ; 
let  me  marry  a  Man  of  Wit,  a  Man  of  Parts,  here's  a 
worthy  Captain,  and  'tis  a  fine  Title  truly  Ja  to  be  a 

Cap- 
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Captain's  Wife,  a  Captain's  Wife,  it  goes  very  finely,  be- 
fide  all  the  World  knows  that  a  worthy  Captain  is  a  fit 
Companion  to  any  Lord,  then  why  not  a  fweet  Bed- 
fellow for  any  Lady.  -I'll  have  it  fo  

Enter  Frailty. 

Frail.  O  Miftrefs,- Gentlemen,  there's  the  braveft  Sight 
coming  along  this  way. 
Wid.  What  brave  Sight? 

Frail.  O,  one  going  to  burying,  and  another  going 
to  hanging. 
Wid.  A  rueful  Sight. 

Pye.  'Sfoot,  Captain,  I'll  pawn  my  Life  the  Corporal's 
coffin'd,  and  old  Skirmijb  the  Soldier  going  to  Execution, 
and  'tis  now  about  the  time  of  his  waking j  hold  out  a 
little  longer,  fleepy  Potion,  and  we  (hall  have  exlehc 
Admiration;  for  I'll  take  upon  me  the  Cure  of  him. 
Enter  the  Coffia  of  the  Corporal,  and  the  Soldier  bound* 
and  led  by  the  Officers,  the  Sheriff  there. 

Frail.  O  here  they  come,  here  they  come! 

Pye.  Now  mull  I  clofe  fecretly  with  the  Soldier,  pre- 
vent his  Impatience,  or  elfe  all's  difcover'd. 

Wid.  O  lamentable  feeing,  thefe  were  thofe  Brothers* 
that  fought  and  bled  before  our  door. 

Sir  God.  Wha%  they  were  not,  Sifter? 

Shir.  George,  look  to't,  Til  peach  at  Tyburn  elfe. 

Pye.  Mum  Gentles  all,  vouchiafe  me  Audience, 

and  you  efpecially,  Matter  Sheriff: 

Yon  Man  is  bound  to  Execution, 

Becaufe  he  wounded  this  that  now  lies  coffin^. 

Sher.-  True,  true,  he  fball  have  the  Law,  and  I 

know  the  Law. 

Pye.  But  under  favour,  Mafter  Sheriff,  if  this  Man  had 
been  cur'd  and  fafe  again, he  fhould  have  been  releas'd  then  ? 

Sher.  Why,  make  you  queftion  of  that,  Sir  ? 

Pye.  Then  I  releafe  him  freely,  and  will  take  upon 
me  the  Death  that  he  mould  die,  if  within  a  little  Sea- 
fbn  I  do  not  cure  him  to  his  proper  Health  again. 

Sher.  How,  Sir?  recover  a  dead  Man? 
That  were  moft  ftrange  of  all.    [Frances  comes  to  him. 

Fran.  Sweet  Sir,  I  love  you  dearly,  and  tould  wifh 

my  bed  part  yours.  O  do  not  undertake  fuch  an  im- 

pomhle  venture.  C  3  Pye.. 
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Tye.  Love  you  me?  then  for  your  fweec  fake  I'll  dort; 
Let  me  entreat  the  Corps  to  be  fet  down. 

Sher.  Bearers,  fet  down  the  Coffin,  ^thu  is  wonder- 
ful, and  worthy  Stum's  Chronicle. 

Tye.  I  pray  beftow  the  freedom  of  the  Air  upon  our 
wholefom  Art.  Mafs,  his  Cheeks  begin  to  receive  na- 
tural warmth:  Nay,  good  Corporal,  wakebetime,  or  I 

fhallhave  a  longer  Sleep  than  you,  'sfoot,  if  he  fhould 

prove  dead  indeed  now,  he  were  fully  revengM  upon  me 
for  making  a  Property  on  him,  yet  I  had  rather  run  uporv 
the  Ropes,  than  have  a  Rope  like  a  Tetter  run  upon  me. 

O  he  ftirs  he  ftirs  again— look,  Gentlemen,  he 

recovers,  he  ftarts,  he  rrie3. 

Sher.  Oh*  oh,  defend  us  out,  alas. 

Tye.  Nay,  pray  be  ftill ;  you'll  make  him  more  giddy 

ehe,  he  knows  no  body  yet. 

Corp.  Zownsj  where  am  I?  cover'd  with  Snow?- 1 
marvel  ? 

Vye.  Nay,  I  knew  he  would  fwear  the  firft  thing  he 
did,  as  foon  as  he  came  to  Life  again. 

Corf.  'Sfoor,  Hoftefs  fome  hot  Porridge,  oh* 

ko,  lay  on  a  do2enof  Faggots  in  the  Moon-Parlour,  there. 

Tye.  Lady,  you  mull  needs  take  a  little  pity  of  him- 
Tfaith,  and  fend  him  into  your  Kitchen-Fire. 

Wid.  Oy  with  all  my  Heart,  Sir  Nicholas  and  Frailty, 
ire! p  to  bear  him  in. 

Nich.  Bear  him  in  quotha,  pray  call  in  the  Maids,  I» 
{hall  ne'er  have  the  Heart  to  do't,  indeed  la. 

Frail.  Nor  I  neither,  1  cannot  abide  to  handle  a  Gboft* 
©f  all  Men. 

Corp.  'Sblood,  let  me  £e,  where  was  I  drunk  laft 
Night?  hah  > 

Wid.  Oi  fhall  I  bid  you  once  again  take  him  away  ? 

Frail.  Why,  we're  as  fearful  as  you,  I  warrant  you-oh— 

Wid.  Away,  Villains,  bid  the  Maids  make  him  a  Caw- 

dde  prefently  to  fettle  his  Brain  or  a  PoiTet  of  Sack-, 

quickly,  quickly.  [Exeunt,  pufo'mg  in  the  Corpu 

Sher.  Sir,  whatfoe'er  you  are,  I  do  more  than  adm;re 
you. 

Wid.  O  I,  if  you  knew  a  1,  Matter  Sheriff,  as  you  (hall 
do,  you  would  lay  then,  that  here  were  two  of  the  ra- 
rer! Men  within  the  Walls  of  Cferiftendom..  Sher. 
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Sher.  T  woof 'em,  O  wonderful:  Officers*  1  difchargc 
you,  fet  him  free,  all's  in  tune. 

Sir  God.  Ay,  and  a  Banquet  ready-by  this  time,  Matter 
Sheriff,  to  which  I  moft  chearfuily  invite  you,  and  your 
late  Prifoner  there.  See  you  this  goodly  Chain,  Sir*,  mum, 
no  more  Words,  'twas  loft:  and  is  found  again  :  come, 
my  ineftimable  Bullies,  we'll  talk  of  your  noble  A£b  in- 
fparkling  Charnico,  and  inftead  of  a  Jefter,  well  ha*  the 
Ghoft  i'th' white  Sheet  fit  at  upper  end  o'tti  Table. 

Sher.  Exlent,  merry  Man*  i*  faith.  [Exit. 

Fran.  Well,  feeing  I  am  enjoin'd  to  love,  and  marry, 
My  foolifh  Vow  thus  I  cafheer  to  Air 
Which  firft  begot  it-— now,  Love,  play  thy  part; 
The  Scholar  reads  his  Lecture  in  my  Heart.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  in  bafte  Mafler  Edmond  and  Frailty. 
Earn.  >  1  ^  H  I S  is  the  Marriage-morning  for  my  Mo— 
X.    *her  and  my  Sifter. 

Frail.  O  me,  Matter  Edmond,  we  (hall  have  rare  doings. 

Edm.  Nay,  go,  Frailty,  run  rothe  Sexton,  you  know 
ray  Mother  will  be  married  at  Saint  Antlings>  hie  thee, 
'tis  pad  five,  bid  them  open  the  Church-door,  my  Sifter 
is  almoft  ready. 

Frail.  What  already,  Matter  Edmond* 

Edm.  Nay,  go  hie  thee,  firltrun  to  the  Sex:on,  and  run  * 
to  the  Clerk,  and  then  runto  Mafter  Vigman  the  Parfon, 
and  then  run  to  the  Milliner,  and  then  run  home  again. 

Frail.  Here's  run,  run,  run— — 

Edm.  But  hark,  Frailty. 

Frail.  What,  more  yet? 

Edm.  Have  the  Maids  remembred  to  ftrew  the  way 
to  the  Church? 

Frail.  Poh,  an  hour  ago,  I  help'd  'em  my  felf. 

Edm.  Away,  away,  away,  away  then. 

Frail.  Away,  away,  away,  away  then.  [Exit  Frailty. 

Edm,  I  fhali  have  a  fimple  Father-in-law,  a  brave  Cap- 
taiu,  able  to  beat  ail  oar  Street;  Captain  Idle,  now  my  Lady 

Mother 
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Mother  will  be  fitted  for  a  delicate  Name,  my  Lady  Idle; 
my  Lady  Idle,  the  fineft  Name  that  can  be  for  a  Woman  > 
and  then  the  Scholar,  Matter  Fye-boord  for  my  Sifter 
Frances,  that  will  beMiftrefsFr ances  Pyeboord,  Miftrels 
Er  ances  Pye- boor  dy  they'll  keep  a  noble  Table,  I  warrant 
you:  Now  ail  the  Knights  Nofes  are  put  out  of  joint, 
they  may  go  to  a  Bone-fetter's  now. 

Enter  Captain  and  Pye-boord. 
Hark,  hark;  O  who  comes  here  with  two  Torches  before 
'cm,  my  fweet  Captain,  and  my  fine  Scholar?  O  how 
bravely  they  are  (hot  up  in  one  Night,  they  look  like  fine 
Brltains  now  methink.%  here's  a  gallant  change  i'faith; 
'Aid,  they  have  hir'd  Men  and  all  by  the  Clock. 

Capt.  Mafter  Edmond,  kind,  honeft,  dainty  Mafter  Ed* 
tnond. 

Edm.  Foh,  fw^et  Captain  Father-in-law,  a  rare  per- 
fume i'  faith. 

Pye.  What,  are  the  Brides  ftirring?  may  we  fteal 
upon  'em,  think'ft  thou,  Mafter  Edmond i 

Edm.  Faw,  they're  e'en  upon  readinefs,  I  can  aflure 
you ;  for  they  were  at  their  Torch  e'en  now,  by  the  fame 
token  I  tumbled  down  the  Stairs. 

Pye.  Alas,  poor  Mafter  Edmond. 

Enter  Muficians. 

Capt.  Oi  the  Muficians!  I  prechee,  Mafter  Edmond, 
call 'em  in,  and  liquor  'em  a  little. 

Edm.  That  I  will,  fweet  Captain  Father-in-law,  and 
make  each  of  them  as  drunk  as  a  common  Fidler. 

Enter  Sir  John  Penny-Dub,  andMoll  above  lacing 
of  her  Cloaths. 

Dub.  Whewh,  Miftrcfs  Afotf,  MiftrefsMc/L 

Moll.  Who's  there? 

Bub.  'Tis  h 

^  Moll.  Who,  Sir  John  Penny-Dub  ?  O  you're  an  early 
Cock  i'  fairh,  who  would  have  thought  you  to  be  fo 
rare  a  ftirrer? 

Dub.  Prethee,  Moll,  let  me  come  up. 
Moll.  No  by  my  Fairh.  Sir  John,  Til  keep  you  down, 
for  you  Knights  are  very  dangerous,  if  once  you  get 
above. 

Dub..  I'll  not  ftay  i*  faith. 
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Moll.  Pfaith  you  (had!  flay  j  for,  Sir  John,  you  muft 
nocethenarureof  the  Climates :  YourNorchern  Wench  in 
her  own  Country  may  well  hold  out  'ciH  fhe  be  fifteen, 
but  if  fhe  touch  the  South  once,  and  come  up  to  London, 
here  the  Chimes  go  prefently  after  twelve. 

Dub.  O  thou'rt  a  mad  Wench,  Moll,  but  I  prethee  make 
kafte,  for  the  Prieft  is  gone  before. 

MolL  Do  you  roilow  him,  111  not  belong  after. 

[Exeunt, 

Inter  Sir  Oliver  Muck-hill,  Sir  Andrew  Tipilaff,  and 
old  Skirmilh  talking. 
Muck.  O  monftrous  unheard  of  Forgery  ! 
Tip.  Knight,  I  never  heard  of  fuch  Villany  in  our  own 
Country  in  my  Life. 

Muck.  Why,  'tis  impoflible,  dare  you  maintain  your 
Words? 

Skir.  Dare  we?  e'en  to  their  wczzn  Pipes ;  we  know 
all  their  Plots,  they  cannot  fquander  with  us,  they  have 
knavifhly  abus'd  us,  made  only  Properties  on's  to  advance 
their  felves  upon  our  Shou'ders ;  but  they  (hall  rue  their 
Abufes,  this  Morning  they  are  to  be  married. 

Muck.  'Tis  too  true,  yet  if  the  Widow  be  not  too  much 
befottei  on  Slights  and  Forgeries,  the  Revelation  of  their 
Villanies  will  make 'em  loathfomc;  and  to  that  end,beic 
in  priva:e  to  you,  I  Tent  late  laft  Night  to  an  Honourable 
Perfonage,  to  whom  I  am  much  indebted  in  kindnefs,  as- 
he  i  s  to  me,  and  therefore  prcfume  upon  the  payment  of 
his  Tongue,  and  that  he  will  lay  out  good  words  for  me, 
and  to  fpeak  Truth,  for  fuch  needful  Occalions,  I  only 
preferve  him  in  Bond,  and  iomctimes  he  may  do  me  more 
good  here  in  the  City  by  a  free  Word  of  his  Mouth,  than 
if  he  had  paid  one  half  in  Hani,  and  took  Doomfday  for 
t'other. 

Tip.  In  troth,  Sir,  without  foothingbe  it  fpoken,  you 
have  publifh'd  much  Judgmentin  thefe  few  Words. 

Muck.  For  you  know,  what  fuch  a  Man  utters  will  be 
thought  effectual,  and  to  weighty  purpofe,  and  therefore 
into  his  Mouth  we'll  put  the  approved  Theme  of  their 
Forgeries. 

Skir.  And  Til  maintain  ir,  Knight,  if  fhe'll  be  true. 

Enter  Servant. 
Muck.  How  now,  Fellow,  fifPtt. 
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Strv.  Mayitpleafeyou,  Sir, my  Lord  is  newly  lighted 
from  his  Coach. 

Muck.  Is  my  Lord  come  already?  his  Honour's  early  j 
You  fee  he  loves  me  well;  up  before  Heav'n, 
Truft  me,  I  have  found  him  Night-capt  at  Eleven  : 
There's  good  hope  yet  j  come,  Til  relate  all  to  him. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  the  two  Bridegrooms  .Captain  andSchol&r.Jifter  them- 
Sir  Godfrey  *H^Edmond,  Widow  clang  d  in  Apparel, 
Mi/irefsFrancc&  led  between  twoKnights:  SirjohnPenny- 
Duband  Moll  \there  meets  them  a  Nobleman ,Sir  Oliver 
Muck-hill,  and  Sir  Andrew  Tipftaff. 
Kob.  By  your  leave,  Lady. 

Wid.  My  Lord,  your  Honour  is  rooft  chaftly  welcome. 

Hob.  Madam,  though  I  came  now  from  Court,  I  come 
not  to  flatter  you  ;  upon  whom  era  I  juftly  caft  this  Blot, 
but  upon  your  own  Forehead,  that  know  not  Ink  from 
Milk,  fuch  is  the  blind  befotting  in  the  ftate  of  an  un- 
headed  Woman  that's  a  Widow.  For  it  is  the  Property 
of  all  you  that  are  Widows  (a  Handful  excepted)  to  hate 
thofe  that  honeftly  and  carefully  love  you,  to  the  main* 
tenance  of  Credit,  State,  and  Pofterity,  and  ftrengly  to 
doat  on  thofe,  that  only  love  you  to  undo  you  ->  and  re- 
gard you  leaft,  are  beft  regarded  j  who  hare  you  moft, 
are  beft  beloved.  And  if  there  be  hut  one  Man  amongft 
ten  thou  (and  Millions  of  Men,  that  is  accurft,  difaftrous-, 
and  evilly  planetted  j  whom  Fortune  beats  mod,  whom 
God  hates  moft,  and  all  Societies  efteem  leaft,  that  Man 
U  fure  to  be  a  Husband— Such  is  the  peevifh  Moon  that 
rules  your  Bloods.  An  impudent  Fellow  beft  wooes  you, 
a  flattering  Lip  beft  wins  you,  or  in  mirth,  who  talks 
rough!ieft,ismoft  fweeteft;  nor  can  you  diftinguifh  Truth 
from  Forgeries, Mifts  from  Simplicity  ;  witnefs  thofe  two 
deceitful  Monfters,  that  you^  have  entertain'd  for  Bride* 

Wid.  Deceitful    ■  ■  [grooms. 

Tye.  Ail  will  out. 

Cap.  'Sfoot,  whowas't  blabb'd,  George?  that  fooliin 
Nicholas. 

Nob.  For  what  they  have  befotted  your  eafie  Blood 
withal,  were  nought  but  Forgeries,  the  Fortune-telling 
for  Husbands,  and  the  Conjuring  for  the  Chain  j  Sir  God* 
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frey  heard  the  falfhood  of  all ;  nothing  but  meer  Kna- 
very, Deceit  and  Couzenage. 

Wid.  O  wonderful!  indeed  I  wondred  that  my  Huf- 
band,  with  all  his  Craft,  could  not  keep  himfelf  out  of 
Purgatory. 

Sir  God.  And  I  more  wonder,  that  my  Chain  fhould 
be  gone,  and  my  Taylor  had  none  of  it. 

Moll.  And  I  wondred  moft  of  all,  that  I  fhould  be  tied 
from  Marriage,  having  fuch  a  mind  to't ;  come  Sir  John 
fenny- Dnb,  fair  Weather  on  our  fide,  the  Moon  has 
chang'd  fince  Yefternight. 

Pye.  The  fling  of  every  Evil  is  within  me. 

Neb.  And  that  you  may  perceive  I  feign  not  wirh  you,' 
behold  their  Fellow- adror  in  thoft  Forgeries,  who  full  of 
Spleen  and  Envy  at  their  fo  fudden  Advancements,reveard 
all  their  Plot  in  anger. 

Pye.  Bate  Soldier,  to  reveal  us. 

Wid.  Is't  pollible  we  fhould  be  blinded  fo,  and  our 
Eyes  open  ? 

Nob.  Widow,  will  you  now  believe  that  falfc,  which 
too  foon  you  believ'd  true? 
Wid.  O,  to  my  fhame,  I  do. 

Sir  God.  But  under  favour,  myLofd,  my  Chain  was 
truly  loft,  and  flrangely  found  again. 

Nob.  Refolve  him  of  that,  Soldier. 

Skir.  In  few  words,  Knight,  then  thou  wert  the 
Arch-Gull  of  all. 

Sir  God.  How  Sir  ? 

Skir.  Nay  1*11  prove  it:  For  the  Chain  was  but  hid  in 
the  Rofemary-bank  all  this  while,  and  thou  got'ft  him  out 
of  Prifon  to  conjure  for  it,  who  did  it  admirably  fuftian- 
ly,  for  indeed  what  needed  any  others,  when  he  knew 
where  it  was? 

Sir  God.  O  Villany  of  Villains!  but  how  came  my  ? 
-Chain  there? 

Skir.  Where's  Truly  la,Indeed  la?  he  that  will  not  fwear. 
but  lye;  he  that  will  not  Steal,  but  Rob:  P ure  Nicholas 
Saint  Antlings. 

Sir  God.  (J  Villain!  one  of  our  Society, 
Deem'd  always  Holy,  Pure,  Religious : 
A  Puritan,  a  Thief?  when  wa«'t  ever  heard? 

Sooner 
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Sooner  well  kill  a  Man,  than  Steal,  thou  know'ft. 

Out  Slave,  Til  rend  my  Lion  from  thy  Back  

With  mine  own  Hands. 

Nich.  Dear  Mailer,  oh. 

Nob.  Nay,  Knight  dwell  in  patience. 
And  now,  Widow,  being  fo  near  the  Church, 'twere  great 
pity,nay  uncharity,to  fend  you  home  again  without  aHuf- 
band  .Draw  near,  you  of  true  Worfhip,  S  ate  and  Credit : 
That  fhould  not  itand  lb  far  off  from  a  Widow,  and  fuffer 
forged  Shapes  to  come  between  you.  Not  that  in  thefe  I 
blemilh  the  true  Titleof  a  Captain, or  blot  the  fair  margent 
of  a  Scholar, forlhonour  worthy  and  deferving  parts  in  the 
one,and  cherifh  fruitful  Virtues  in  the  other.  ComeLady, 
and  you  Virgin,  beftowyour  Eyesand  your  pureft  Affec- 
tions, upon  Men  of  Eftimation,  both  in  Court  and  City, 
that  have  long  wooed  you,  and  both  with  their  Hearts 
and  Wealth  fincerely  love  you. 

Sir  God.  Good  Siller,  do:  Sweet  little  Frank  thefe  are 
Men  of  Reputation,  you  {hall  be  welcome  at  Couit }  a 
great  Credit  for  a  Citizen,  fweet  Sifter. 

Nob.  Come,  her  filence  does  content  to't. 

Wid.  I  know  not  with  what  Face. 

Nob.  Pah,pah,with  your  ownFace,they  defire  no  other. 

Wid.  Pardon  me,  worthy  Sits,  1  and  my  Daughter 
have  wrong'd  your  Loves. 

Muck.  'Tis  ealily  pardon'd,  Lady, 
If  you  vouchfafe  it  now. 

Wid.  With  all  my  Soul. 

Fran.  And  I,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Moll.  And  I,  SirJfoA«,with  Soul,Hcart,Lights  and  all. 

SirQod.  They  are  all  mine,  Moll. 

Nob.  Now  Lady: 
What  honeft  Spirit,  but  will  applaud  your  Choice, 
And  gladly  furniih  you  with  Hand  and  Voice: 
A  happy  change  wich  makes  e'en  Heav'n  rejoice. 
Come,  enter  in  your  Joys,  you  (hall  not  want 
For  Fathers,  now*I  doubt  it  nor,  believe  me, 
But  that  you  mall  have  Hands  enough  to  give  ye. 

[Exeunt  omnes* 
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